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LETTER r. 

Waller /<? St.Evremond. 



GR A M O N T once told Rochefter, that 
if he could by any means diveft him- 
felf of one half of his wit, the other 
half would make him the moft-^agreeable man 
in the world. This obfervation of the count's 
did not {Irike me much when I heard it, but 
I have often remarked the propriety of it 
fiAce, Laft night I fupped at lord Rochefier's, 
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a LETTER I. 

with a feled party. — On fuch occafions he is 
not ambitious of fhining. — He is rather plea- 
faat than arch, — He is, comparatively, re«> 
ferved ; but you find fomething in that re- 
flraint which is more agreeable than the ut- 
moil exertion of talents in others. The re- 
ferve of Rochefter gives you 'the idea of a co- 
pious river, that fills its chanel, and feems as 
if it could eafUy overflow its banks, but is un- 
willing to fpoil the beauty and verdure of the 
plains. The moft pcrfcft good-humour was 
fupported through the whole evening, nor 
was it in the leaft diftnrbed, when, unexpedted- 
ly, towards the end of it, the king came in *, 
Somediing has Vfexcd him, faid Hochefter ; he 
never does me this honour but wh^n is in an 
ill humour. The following dialogue, or ibme- 
thing very like it, enfued. 

The KiMO. 
How the d-*-l have I got here i Ilie knaves 
have fold every doak in tbe^wardrobe. 

&0CHBSTSR. 

Thok knaves are fools. That is a part ot 
* No unuftal thing with Charles IL 
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drefs which, for their own fakes, your ma- 
jefty ought never to be without. 

TheKiMG. 
Pfhaw ! I am vexed, 

ROCHSSTBR. , 

I am glad of it. I hate ftill life. Your ma* 

jefty is never fo entertsdning as when 

The Kino. 
. Ridiculous ! t- I believe the Englifh are the 
moft untra&able people upon earth. 

ROGHBSTER. 

I muft humbly beg your majefty's pardon, 
if I prefume, in that relpcd-^ 

The Kino. 

You would find them fo, were you in my 
place, and obliged to govern. 

Roc HE STB a'. 

Were I in your majefty's place, I would 
not govern at all. 

The Kmo. 
How then \ 

ROCHBSTERB. 

I would fend for my lord of Rochefter, and 
command him to govern. 
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The Kino. 
O ! but the fmgulap modefly of that noble* 

man! 

Rochester. ' 
He would certainly conform himfelf to your 
majefty's bright example: — How glorioUfly 
would the two grand focial virtues flouriO^ 
under his kufpices ! 

The Kino. . 
prifca fides ! What can thofe be ? ' 

Rochester. 
The love of wine. and women. 

* The King. 
God blefs your majefty ! 

ROOUESJ'ER. 

Thole attachments keep^the world in good 
humour ; and, therefore, I fay they are foci- 
al virtues. -^ Let the biihop /of SsUifbury de- 
ny it if he can, ' 

The King. 

He died la(t night — Have yon a mind to 
fucceed him ? 

Rochester. 

On condition that I {hall neicheir be called 
Upon to preach on the thirtieth of January, 
nor on the twenty-ninth of May. 
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The King, 
Tiofe conditions are curious — You objq^ 
to the firft, I fuppofc, becaufe it would be a 
melancholy fubje<5l: ; but the other — 

ROCHESTBR. 

Would be a melancholy fubjedl, too. 

The King. 
That is too much — — 

ROCHESTSR. 

Nay, I Qnly mean that the bufineis would 
be a little too grave for the day. Nothing 
but the indulgence of the two grand focial 
virtues could be a prdjjvr teflimony of my joy 
on that occafion. 

The King. 

Rochefter, thou arc Ae happieft fellow in 
my dominions-— Let meperiihi if I do noten- 
Ty thee thy impudence I 

It is in fome fuch drain of co^verfation ge- 
nerally that this prince pafles o£F his chagrin ; 
and he never fuffers his dignity to (land in the 
way of his humour. If happinefs be the end 
of wifdom, I know not who has a right to 
cenfure his conduct. 
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LETTER II. 
Sr.Evremond to Waller 



PUNISHMENTS arediftributedfoTe. 
rf unequally in this woirld, that I have 
often thought it would afford a fair argument 
at lead for the probability of retribution, and 
a more equal difpeafation of juftice in the 
next. The fault, if* it may be called fuch, 
that forced me into exile, was of a much more 
favourable complexion than Rochefter's, in the 
liberties he took with his king, or even yours 
in repeating them. Monfieur De Nenville 
once faid to me ; that if the EVench and the 
Englifli could make an exchange of monarchs, 
both the people and the princes would &ad 
their advantage in it. It is certain, that the 
humours of Charles would not fo much ex- 
pofe his dignity in the conrt of France. He 
would be fbcure in the fecrefy, the fidelity 
and obfequioufnefs of his courtiers. Evea 
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when he nvas there inno charadcr atall^hehad 
always more refped paid him, than theEnglifh 
have (hewn him fince he was reftored to his 
kingdom. I have many timesremarkcd, that the 
people of England in general treat their kings 
as they do their wives— Very fond of them at 
firft; afterwards they neither love nor re- 
fptGt them> yet are violent in the defence of 
their honour, and will fuffer none to ufe them 
ill hoi: themfelves. The matrimonial oondud 
of Henry the eighth was not unlike the poli- 
tical condudl of the Englifh under Charles the 
Firft. At the firft they adored him ; after- 
wards they grew jealows f and, to crown all, 
they cut off his head. The mode of govern- 
ment that followed might not im^noperly be 
^tompared to a ftate of keeping, wherdn the 
felfifli, fiifatle, and ambitious tniftrefs art&Uy 
draws you in to that fubmiffion and iervility 
dhat woald never have been exaded by the 
iuthhl wi&. Yet what aru of ingenious 
blandifiiment were exerted to (bothe the uAir- 
per, and to foften the idea of ufui^adon i I 
remember that the fineft poet lof the age lent 
his perfuaiive powers to effed thefe purpoies. 
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I own, I do not envf. the reputation he ac^ 
quired by it, when I <;onfider that there are» 
in the next world, fuch people as Minos, Rha- 
damanthus^ and ^acusi 



LETTER lit. 
Waller /o St. Evremomd. 



THE befl: method of anfwering the ftric- 
tures contained in the concluding part 
of your letter, is to begin where you end, in 
the infernal regions. The hero of the i^neid, 
you know, in order to fecure a favourable 
reception in thofe quarters, is commanded 
to gather the golden bough, and prefent it 
as a douceur to the emprefs of the fhades; 
Do not you underltand this allegory ? — You 
have made a bad ufe, indeed, of your poeti- 
cal reading* This golden branch, fo grate* 
ful to the fubterranean Juno, is nothing more 
than praife. 
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Hot fihipulchrafuum fern PrtferptHa munut . 
Injiituii — i 

OWcrvc how beautifully the po^t fhadowi 
forth the difficulties th^t attend this delicaCtt 
gift ! how nicely it lies concealed I 

Latet arhorc cpaca^ 
Jufeus etfolih, ct lento vimine ramui. 

HuneUgitomnu 

Lucus, ft oh/cuHs claudunt convallihtu umhrm. 

The propriety of its being facred to the fc- 
ttiale charader f 

J^unm Inferna Jiaut facer ^-^^ 

But the beauty and confiftency of the allciro. 
ry are peculiarly ftriking, when the hero is di- 

reaedmhisfearchbythedovesofVenus. Who 
does not fee that foftnefs and eomplaifancy of 
manners, the ground of pleafing addrefs, and / 
agreeable flattery, depidured in thofe doves ? 

Mat emus agnofcit avei, Utufque precatur, 
EJie duces ■ 

But Venus herfeJf is to affift on this occafion. 
Softacfi ud complai&ncc, without ele«mce 
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and beauty* will not rightly attain to tliis per- 
fuafive compliment. . It muft be 

■■■ rite repcrtuviy 

and therefore the goddefs of elegance and 

beauty is invoked ; 

I 
— TuquCf Oy dubiiSf ne defice^ rehus^ 

Diva Partns ' ' 

■ There is not in any part of Virgil's works, 
perhaps not in all antiquity, a more beauti- 
ful or better-wrought allegory than this. 

• But has it not its ufe too» as well as its 
beauty \ Has not the poet left us an inftruc- 
tive lefTon in what manner we are to deal with 
difficult men in difficult times ? If Pluto, or the 
wife of Pluto, is to be appeafed, and render- 
ed acceffible by this golden branch,. I (hould 
have bu( an indijQFerent opinion of that man's 
difcretion who would not go in queft of it. -— 
For my own part, whenever I am called upon 
to attend her Elyfian majefty, I will not fail 
to carry this along with me, and then, though 
I may have written forty panegyrics on Crom- 
well, I (hall have no occaiion to be afraid of 
Minos. 
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LETTER IV. 
St. £vr£mond to Waller. 



WE R E it poiUble to prevent gaUantry 
from running into the fpirit of intrigue, 
nothing certainly could be more agreeable ; 
but the two ideas are hardly to be feparated 
before that period of life which you and I 
iiave attained. Nothing, indeed, can be more 
inoffenfive than the gallantry of our years. It 
is the harmlefs offspring of memory and fancy, 
amufing itfelf with the (hadows of pleafures 
that are paft. Let gay youth, and graver 
age count this ridiculous ; if we find the z^- 
dtum vita in any degree diverted by it, we 
have a right to indulge it. The recolkaioa 
of former enjoyments is all that age has to 
fubfift upon. To treat with toiirtliiiefs» And 
contemplate with pkafure, fuch ofajeds. as 
once aJSForded us delight, is the religba of na«- 
ture — 'Tis a facrifioe of gratitude ->-* 'Tis a 
te&imony Qf content. — Befides, I kabow not 
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whether hj thefe attachments we may not 
lengthen as well as lighten life. 

Waller y qui neftnt rein des maux de la vieillejfe^ 
Do9t la vivachifait honU a j tunes gens ^ 
S^ attache i la beaut i pour vivreplus long temps ^ 
Et ce qu*on nommeroit dans un autre foihlejfe 
Efi en ce rare efprit unefage iendreffe^ 
^i le fait rejijler a P injure des ans. 

Your friend Rymer has given a better torn 
to thefe lines : 

Vain gallants t look on Waller and defpair^ 
Hei only hcf may hoajl the grand receipt ; 
Of fourf core years he never feels the weighty 

Still in his element nvhen nvith the fair ; 

There gay andfrejh^ drinks in the rofie air : 
There happy ^ he enjoys his leifure hourst 
Nor thinks ofnninter nsihiljlamidfi the foyers * 

The gallantry of the prefent times feems to 
1)C of a genius very di£Perent from that which 
prevailed in our better days. It is fallen back 
into the original brabarifm of nature. The 
affair of poor Shrewibury is a ihocking in- 
ftanceof this. There is nothing extraordinary 
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in tke duel between him and the duke of Buck* 
ingham ; though it was ezpedted that his well 
known indifference about lady Shrewfbury's 
commerce with his grace, would have faved 
him from th^ folly of thinking his honour con- 
cerned in the afiPair ; but in the condudl of that 
bold and abandoned woman, there was fome* 
thing that for\>ids one to think Of her 'mth- 
out detedation — You have been informed. 
that, during the engagement,flie held the duke'ft 
horfes in the habit of a page. I have late* 
ly been told that (he had piflols concealed, and 
that (he had pledged her honour to fhoot both: 
Shrewfbury and herfelf, if the hufband fhould 
prove viftorious. It was a weaknefs and want 
of honour in the duke to ezpofe his antago- 
nift tp fo un&ir, and fo contemptible a death ; 
but it was (till greater weakne(s. to be capable 
of loving a woman, who wanted the charac- 
teri(tics of her fez, tendemefs and delicacy. 
The genius of bold ind vulgar pro(titution 1 
What a depraved Spirit ! what a groveling 
foul muft he have, who can mix his paffions 
with any thing fo odious ! A mafcuKne wo- 
man is my immortal averfion ! Mafculine in 
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pdifoily ocelli i^rity fke is equally dreadfol! 
Courage in that fez is to me as ctifgaftfu| as 
effeminacy in ours. I cannot bear to find e* 
ten th^r fentlfnents of the male-kind — A fe- 
male divine^ a female lawyer, a female hifto- 
mn» a female politician, are all infupport- 
able ^on Aers ! Out of Ssx ! Out of charac- 
ter i Out of nature ! Loft to the v^ idea 
of propriety ! and always afPeded to the laft 
QKcefs of abfurdiity \ 

How different from iuch is one whom we 
have had the honour to know, thehappi- 
nefs to ^onvede wkh, — - the amiable and 
gentle Hamilton ! Though nature has 
given her a capacity equal to • the mod ar- 
duous attainments, with what addre&does 
fte manage her excellent talents, and turn 
tjiem to that kind of culture only which em- 
Uilhes and endears the female chasa&r ! — 
Bnt^ as a laft proof of her merit, &e has fixed 
irrevocably the fickle, the volatile, the various 
Grammont ! You know hii^ long attachment 
to her— At length, he has married her. In 
this meafure, however, though he has (hewn 
both ifenie and honour, yet he proceeded on 
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a prindpley of which even you, who know 
hini) will haire no idea. And here, too, you 
will find another inftance of the pernicious fpi- 
rit of modem gallantry. Though Gram- 
mont believed himfelf that he intended ab- 
.ftlutely to efpoufe the fair Hamilton, yet 
when every thing feemed to be fettled, and 
the critical event drew nca^, the deemoa 
of gallantry took up his part — He played 
the character of Hymen,' and rendered it 
fo infupportably ridiculous, that Gram- 
mont could no longer bear the idea of mar- 
riage. The time appointed for the nuptials was 
at hand — The lover flew upon the wings of 
the wind to the — coaft of France, This de- 
fertion was received with a proper indignati- 
on. A brother of the fair Hamilton's, a youth 
about fizteen or feventeen, purfued and over* 
took him almoft as foon as he had arrived. 
•* Grammont, (aid he, you blufh to fee me — 1 
•« You have reafon — You know me well — 
•* Return this moment with me to England, 
«• and do yourfelf the honour to efpoufe my 
<« filler — If that is an honour you chufe to 
« decline, — I am the youngcft of fcven bro- 
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«< tlierst and if I fall hj jout liaaiii kOLow^ 
« that there are ftill fix living, whofe arm$ 
^< are ftronger and more experienced ihan 
<< mine, and who fcom> as much as I do> to 
** furvive the honour of a fifter." The count 
ftood filent for^a while, and fmiled upon the 
beaixUefs champion — But it was not a fmile 
of contempt. I have heard him fay^ that he 
never felt the fenfe of honour fb ftrongly as at 
that moment. The phantom of falie gallan- 
try difappeared. ** Let us return, faid he, 
** my brave friend —^ I blufh to think of my 
*< folly — ^I deferve not the hon9ur of being al- 
•* lied to your family ; but I will hope to be 
*< indebted for it to your kind interceffion.*' 

This was certainly very great. It was a re- 
turn of reafon ; a recovery from a ftate of in* 
fimity. What is true honour but the exercife 
of right reafon ? All elfe is falfe and frivolous. 
Is courage honour ? What a ftrange confnfion 
of ideas 1 A man of honour would, in that 
cafe, make a very defpicable figure, if put in 
the fame fcale with a Ruflian bear. Young 
Hamilton behaved with a true fenfe of honour 
«- His conduct was reafonable — It had the 
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protection of a (ifter for its object* But what 
fhould we have thought of Grammont, had &a 
aded a different part i In what Hght would 
he have ftppeared> had he lived to pierce the 
heart of a woman that he loved, through the 
hearts of fevcri brothers I — The very idea is 
horror! — Yet this he certainly muft have 
done, at lead have attempted, had he placed 
honour in courage rather than reafon. 

Had Shrew/bury a right fenfe of honour 
when he challenged Buckingham ? More 
than half the court will tell you that he had 
— But, how ridiculous ! Is the defedtioh of an 
infamous woman a difgrace to the man fhe 
forfakes ? Far otherwife — It is rather a mark 
of his integrity. The antipathy that vice haa 
to virtue, is a proof of this. It was rank 
cowardice, pufillanimity itfelf, that provok- 
ed Shrewfbury to the challenge. He waa 
afraid tliat his courage fhould be doubted, if 

he omitted it. 

Yet how univcrfal is this idea of falfe ho- 
nour ! In one of the compaigns I made with 
the duke D'Enguien, an officer who had loft 
his miftrefs, thought it ncceffary to fight for 
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her. * When he applied to the duke for per* 
miffion, the latter afked him whether it was 
on account of the love he had for her, and 
whether he wanted^ by killing his rival, to 
recover her. *' No, replied the ofBcer ; but 
*^ if I do not fight, my courage will be doubt- 
" ed." « If that is all, faid the duke, you 
<< may be eafy about the matter. I (hall give 
«* you an opportunity of putting that out of 
<< queftion ; for, to-morrow, I intend to fight 
•' royfelf." 
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L E T T fi R V. 

St. EvREMoND to Waller. 



I NOW write to you from the carl of De- 
vonfhire'sy where I have been for tlus fort- 
night paft, paying my devotions to the geni- 
us of nature. Nothing can be more roman- 
tic than this country, except the region of Va- 
lois ;. and nothing .can ^qual this place * in 
beauty; but the borders of the lake. 

It was not, however, fo much the defire of 
feeing natarid curiofities that drew me down 
hither. There i^ a certain moral curiofity 
under this roof which I had long wifhed to 
fee, and my lord Devonfhire had the good- 
nefs to indulge me by a very kind invitation, 

I need not tell you that I mean the great J 
philofopher, Mr. Hobbs, fo di(lingui(hed for ; 
the iingularity of his fentimeAts and his di& 

pofitiou. 

* C3utfwordi. 
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I arrived a little before dinner, notwith- 
ftanding which the earl told me he believed I 
was too late to fee Mr. Hobbs thdt day. ^* As 
<^ he does not think like other men, faid he, 
^ it is his opinion, that he (bould not Uve likq 
*' other men. I fuppofc he dined about two 
" hours ago, and he is now flwit up for the 
•* reft oif the day ; your only time to fee him 
** Is in the morning ; bat then he walks fo 
** faft up thofe hills, that, unlefs yoa are 
•• mounted on one of my ableft hunters, you 
•< will not keep pace with him." 

It was not long, however, before I obtain- 
ed an audience extraordinary of this literary 
potentate ; whom I found, like Jupiter, in- 
Tolved in clouds of his own raifing. He was 
entrenched behind a regular battery of ten or 
twelve guns, charged with a (linking com- 
buftible called tobacco. Two or three of thefe 
he had fired off, and replaced them in the 
fame order. A fourth he levelled fo mathe- 
matically againft me, that I was 'hardly able 
to maintain my poft, though I aflumed the 
charadler and dignity of embaffador from the 
republic of letters* — < I am forry for your 
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repubU«» faid HoblM ; for if diey fend yon 
to 019 in that eapteity, tb^y cither want me» 
or art afraid of me. Men haye but two 
motives for their applications^ and thofe are 
intrreft and fear. But the latter u, in my 
opinion, moft predominant/ I told bim» 
that my commifliQn extended no ftrtber 
than to make him their compUmoita, and 
to enquire after his health/ * If that 
be all» replied the philofopher, * your repu«> 
blic do^ nothing more than ftegloeiaee by che 
maxim of other ftates, that is, by hypoertfy; 
All men are neceflarily in a ftate of war$ 
but all authors hate each other upon prin^ 
ciple. For my part, I am at enmity with 
the corps, from the bifhop of Saliibufy down 
to the bell-man. -^ Nay, I hate their writo 
ings as much as I do themfelTes. There is 
nothing ib pernicious as rtading. Itdeftroys 
originality of ientiment. My lord Devon* 
(hire has more than ten thonfand volumes in 
his houfe. I intreated his lordfhip to lodge 
me as far as poffible from that peftilentiai 
comer. I have but one book, and that is 
Euclid ; but I begin to be tired of him. I 
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believe he has done more harm than good— ^ 
He has fet fools a reafoning." — " There is 
one thing in Mr. Hobbs*s condud, faid lord 

D , that I am unable to account for — 

He is always ratling at books, yet always 
adding to their number." — "I write, my 
lord, anfwered Hobbs, to ihew the folly of 
writing — ^Were-all the books in the world on 
board one yeflel, I fhould fee} a greater plea- 
fure than that Lucretius fpcaks of, in fee- 
ing the wreck.** — " But (hould you feel no 
tendemefs for your own productions?' — 
I care for nothuig, added he, but the Levi- 
athan, and that might poOlbly efcape by 
fwimming.' 
. As he had pofiibly changed his political 
principles, I did not think it of confequence 
to enquire into his ideas of government. But* 
in the courfe of converfation, I found that he 
looked upon the pnndpal engine of admini- 
firation to be fear. * All government, faid he, 
* is in itfelf an evil. It is nothing but the 
' condnual im|K)fition of terror, and inflidti- 
« on of punifhment. It muft be owned, that 
« it is an evil which the natural depravity of 
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men has rendered neceflary to the eziftence 
offbcietjr; butftill it cannot in itfelf be 
looked upon with any other fenfations. 
than fnch as are excited by the view of 
its (everal inftrumentSy the fcourgey^^ the 
gibbet, and the goal. The fight of ma- 
jefty inipires me with no other ideas, than 
fnch as arife when I fee the loweft executi- 
oner of the civil power/ — * That is, faid 
lord Devonfhire, you have the fame refpcft 
for the king as for the hangman.' — ' Par- 
don me, my lord, (returned Hobbs, recol- 
leding himfelf,) the king is a very worthy 
gentleman — ^You know I had the honour 
to teach him philpfophy at Paris.' — < O 
Mr. Hobbs ! in that refped, replied his 
lordihip, your, royal pupil * does you much 
honour*' 

Ton have known thb fingular man for fome 
time. He £iid little concerning you> but that 
my lord Devonfhire fomedmesmade him angry 
by telling him that you made better verfesthan 
himfelf. < Poetry is a foolifh thing, faid Hobbs, 
* but I hate to do any thing that is better done 

« by others.' 

• Gharks 11. 



LETTER VI. 
Waller to St* Evkemond^ 

THERE will be fuch men as Hobbs, fo 
long as the world endures^ and per. 
haps it is necefiar7 that there fhoold be fuch* 
It 18 for the interefl of truth that fceptics and 
infidels fhould occafionally ftart up and give 
the alarm to fociety. Thofe countries that 
continue longed in the enjojment of peace* 
are in the greatefl danger either of lodng their 
libertief through domeflic encroaehments, or 
of becoming a prej to the power of foreign 
invafion. The reafoh of this is partly the 
Weaknefs and effeminacy which long relaxati- 
on brings on all orders of men» and partly the 
incapacity of defence arifing from the difufe 
of war« — So it is in the flate of moral and 
religious truth. — ^While their interefts are un- 
agitated» they become lefs attended to, leis 
underftood — In procefs of time, that know- 
lege which fhould be general* becomes the 
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propeftj df a fbw — H^ce trUtntfj' fehctB^ 
and the^logicftl ptef(9|;atsVe 1 Hence truth 
aaexerciMi ia dafker timeSi ^was iboB fo 
covered with the mft cyf fuperfiitaoB, thatfhc 
lo(k the terj principles and fprlng^ of her be- 
ing. It is the fpitit of enqairj that keeps htr 
in a condition of defence, that polifhes, bright- 
ens, and refines her. 

Hobbs, therefore, fo far as he may be con- 
fidered as an oppofer of truth, is an ufeful 
member of fociety. But he is too feeble an 
enemj to be of much lervice in the conteft. 
The fyftem of his philofophy is purely confti- 
tutional^ caleulated for the meridian -of his 
own proper being. Hobbs is naturally dic- 
tate both of • courage and fortitude; and of 
courfe, he thinks that fear is aa univerfid 
principle of moral aflion. — With regard to 
iotereftf which he aiTociates with ifear, it can 
only be confidef ed as a modificsution of that 
paffion ; tor, i& his opiniosi» it confifts m no- 
thing mcNre thaA perfonal eaie and fecuricy.—. 
His ideas of government are ftiU of leis conft- 
queace thaa his opinions of moral principles. 
The light in wbkh he views it, always chaa|^' 
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cs with the change of his affairs. He is now 
full of fears that he ihall fufier for the publi^^ 
cation of his opinions.-^ If the people in pow* 
er are fb wron^-headed as to punifh him, it 
is not the badge of tyranny he ought to giv6 
them*— It is the cap of folly- 



LETTER VI^. 
St. EvREMOND to Waller. 



THIS freedom, Waller, is a delightful 
thing. This ingenuous and unreftrain- 
ed exprefiion of one's feelings and opinions, 
this goal-delivery of the mind is the moil hap- 
py privilege. 

Yet, methinks, I caimot enjpy it as I would. 
— - A man who, like St. Evremond, has been 
accuftomed to live in courts, where the grofleft 
adulation of infincerity are fo neceffary, ac- 
quires an habit of artificial expreffion — Where 
nature is no longer left to the force of her 
9wn perceptioas, to conceal our real fenti- 
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mentSy and ta (ubfUtute others, is ftudied as 
a fcience. Thus long- habits of diffimulation 
deprive us of the natural love' of truth, as 
thofe animals we confine for amufement loie 
the defire of liberty; 

In good time, fure, was I difmifTed from 
thofe (cenes of artifice and delufion, before 
the feeds of native ingenuity were totally cov- 
ruptied *• I have yet fome pleafure.in the in- 
dulgence of veracity ; and it affords me no 
unreafonable con/blation, when I reflet, that 
the fame attachment to truth, .which occafi- 
oned my banifhment, might have been utter- 
ly loft, if I had ftill enjoyed my country. 

Yet that co^ntry, Waller, (I muft confefs 
my weakneis») that country ftill hangs upon 
my heart, and 1 never read the 



Repetendajue nunqut^m 



ValCi terruy dixif 

of Ovid, without emotions which I know hot 
how to fubdue-T- Be it yours;, my friend, and 

* Yet he wai labouring through his whole life to be 
rcftored to them ; but this is no unufttal inconfil^eacy. 
t Ovid Met; Ub. xiii. 
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couitly philofeplifv, to foHify oay fool tgtiaft 
ikhefe paiflibl »fcftuiiis^rrTr¥aa who cm apply 
fkhilofii^y to every thing* and aiakc eirery 
thing ^iUofophy» teaoh me a iitde of that hap* 
|ry accommodation. Tell mc how 1 may r«« 
eoncik inoonfifencies ^^ how I may |o^^ the 
country I have loft, and he Ihtiifted with an- 
other. 

Beityoart, likewile/loiofira^t me hi the 
ouhxT^ioa of that fi^centy which, tS} this 
aion\eat, has hecn the okjeA ef my theughtt, 
and let me gaun fomeching m faift by the lofs 
of place and ftvoi^r, Tk^ foil you have to 
work upon, is, I hf^j not abfolntely huren, 
thoDgh It may haw been Qveiwrim wkh weeds, 
the cEmate tsal ^MSk you in yoor cukwe, ^d 
I cannot wiih you better fiKoeft^ than tha^ he 
who was St. Evremond in France may becomo 
Waller in England, 
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WAtLBIt to St. EvR£MQNf)« 



SINCERITY \ Ingcnwty of exprelTion ? — 
There are no fuclk things m die wotlj. 

Smc«*it7 ]>«eii)iar to the Eaglift t Wlut 
A eonwaoftihlt opinion mufl yon hare of us ! 
l>o ye«i look upon ns as hi a ftate of nature ? 
Are we 9^ fen»td into ibctettes, po!lfhed an4 
K&e^ f And ¥Aat can fuch a people have to 
do with fincerity ? It is the favage charac- 
tmUkie of fiiTa^ Kfe, the natt^t tffbfT of wild 
»ft4 wnemlhwd qualities. It may prevail a- 
»o«g*ll the her& of Tartary,' or the Indigos 
•f Narth AmakM, hot hi cultivated focietS^ 
k cannot poSUy exift. 

Sincerity ! the moft unfociable of qus^Iities ! 
Of att that li cfkled virtue the moft nnpjofi- 
tMt ? Were it ahfolutdy to take place, man 
eevM aerer be reconciled to man. It is up- 
«& die dally fiicrifice of finco-ity that the good- 
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humour of life fubfifts. It is by the ezercife 
of a contrary- quality that the harmony of fo-t 
cial intercourfe is prefenred. 

Man is too vain a creature to allow the free 
commerce of truth. As (he approaches, his 
felf-love is alarmed, and meets her as vi iur 
vader. What, in this cafe, ar^ we to do t 
Shall we not accommodate ourfelves to the 
weaknefs of our nature ? 

Happy are the eSc€ts of that complaiiance, 
which, afTuming the fair and graceful ap-i 
pearance of, truth, reje^s. her rigid qualities ; 
and, finding ^ open and eafy paflage to the 
heart, fcatters flowers along the avenues as 
flie goes ! 

To what purpofe is it that fhe cannot boaft 
of her alliance to fincerity, while fhe nxay be 
allowed to derive her origin from benevolence? 
While her only end is our fatisfadion, where- 
fore (hould we cenfure the means whereby (he 
effeds it ? 

Miftake me not, St. Evremond ! I would 
not have thofe means unlimited, Grofs adu- 
lation Is a dangerous thing, and is, in its ope^ 
ration, like thofe poifons, which, while th^j 
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are delicious to the palate, bum up. the 

heart* 

# * # # * * # # 

I am interruptedi I will fay more to 70a 
to-jnorroWk 



LETTER IX. 
Waller /(? St. Evremond. 



You are m!ftaken> my good friend I Toil 
are not fo much inclined to fincerity a& 
you might imagine. Is it poiUble St. Evre- 
tnond could be (incere> when he compliment- 
ed Waller with the tafk of inftruding him in 

philofophy? 

leyet 
A$ luefl might fair Carlifley nvhofe conquering 

Pierce to the foul ^ and make the foul their prize^ 

In all her majefty of charms arrayed^ 

JBo^to the beauties of a village-maid . 

But though I fmile at all this, and at your , 
ferious obfenrations on fmcerity, I cannot. 



3t LETTER IX. 

yfyhoat compaifioil* hear your c6iiiptaiiits% 
Your exile, I perceive, is (HU painful to yoil« 
and could I help you to a little of that acco A- 
modadng fpirit you fo fraaklyi aad perhaps 
archly afcribe to me, I am perfvadcd yoa 
would find your account in it. 

This fpirit, however,, is not to be obtained 
while wc indulge the influence of certain af- 
fedtions ; and to teach you how to love your 
country, without lamenting the lofs of it» m a 
tafk beyond my abilities. 

But wherefore fhould we cherilh thofe af- 
fedions that will not let us live ia peace ) The 
queftioa is obvious, and not eafy to be an- 
fwercd— *Yoa will iay^ perhaps, that fuch a& 
fe&ioxis as have been implanted by nature, or 
have taken root in habit» art not to be arer- 
come. You will plead for mechanical iaflo- 
einces, and involuntary fenfations — From my 
lb«l do I forgive thofe phtioibplim who wait^ 
tatn fischdoMnes t they contribocd to reooti- 
dle us to oorfishrcs^providti^ tti with apokigids 
forathoufaadweafaieflbs} hvttfc^my&mipwt, 
I muft evermore be of opinion, that by the 
indolgeace of fanciful reflexions, by a kind of 
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mental intemperance^ and luxury of imagina- 
tion, we lay up for ourfelves the greateft part 
of our troublefome attachments and uneafy 
defires. 

What reafonable claim has France to fuch 
regard from St. Evremond as fhould infpire . 
him with reftlefs longings, and wear out his 
peace ? Has nature irrevocably implanted 
this attachment ? — But will nature do any 
thing inconfiftent with the principles of rea- 
fon ? Is it of confequence either to her gene- 
ral laws, or to her appropriated in(tindl$> 
that we fhould have an exclufive a£Fedlion for 
that particular province, or country, whene 
chance gave us birth — It is to nature we owe 
our being, but it is where choice or accident 
direA our parents, that we are born — An at- 
tachment to the place, therefore, muft be the 
eflFedt of whim or humour, rather than of rea- 
fon, or nature. 

But let us fuppofe that habit has created 
what nature did not infpire. Our attachment 
to every fcene and objeft increafes in propor- 
tion to the continuance of our acquaintance 
with it — Even things that are at firft beheld 

E 
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with difgafl and averfion £nd their way into 
our favour by time ; and thofe a£Fedlions, which 
nature herfelf feems to have (hut up for cer- 
tain objedls, are infenfibly drawn towards 
them by the influence of cuftom. 

But neither reafon nor nature have any 
thing to do in thefe e£Feds ; for reafon conti- 
nues infenfible to their whole procefs and ope- 
ration, and nature frequently finds her own 
inftin«5ls counteracted by them. 

The attachments of habit, therefore, have 
neither merit nor virtue ; they have no excel- 
lence, either moral or natural ; they receive 
no fanClion from original inftindls ; and they 
are no effe^s of rational choice. 

Awake, my St. Evremond ! my friend ! my 
philofopher ! fhall dreams delude thee ^ 

— — f^ane Semhianze I 



Imagini del D), guefte e corrotU 
Da r ombre de la notte ! 

Citizen of the world I Shall dreams delude 
thee ? What elfe is this attachment to France ? 
Vain and irrational as the defires of capricious 
infancy ! Idle as our morning wiihes for tliofe 
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fcenes that fancy has prefcnted to us ia.the 
night ! Citizen of the world, awake ! Con* 
iider all the hunsa^ children of nature gather- 
ed into one vaft fociety : this portion of the 
univerie we call the earth is our commoii 
county : it is trae» this portion is divided in- 
to many (hares : but fhill we be fo childifh 
as to hold our own in peculiar efttmation ^ 
Or. is there any indeed, that we can properly 
call our own ?— rif it was our lot to be bom in 
a country where liberty is not a birth-right, 
we have, literally fpeaking, no country. 
Had St. Evremond been born in Britain, he 
might have called it his country, becaufe he 
would have been born to the free enjoyment 
of its general privileges ; but a Frenchman has 
no country. He is an unfortunate depend- 
ent, liable to death or banifhment, as the ca- 
pricious inclination, or the itl-informed judg-^ 
ment of his mafter ihall determine. An 
Englifhman muft be banifhed by his country ; 
a Frenchman is banifhed by his king — The 
former has a country from which he may ga 
into exile, the latter has none. 

E a 
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Grieve not at the thoughts of lofing vrhat 
you never enjoyed. Rejoice in that protedliba 
and freedom, that liberty even of fentiment, 
which this ifland will a£Ford you, and in 
which you fo juftly exprefs your fatisEidion. 

When I fate down to write to you I in- 
tended to have faid fomething on that fub- 
jed ; but I have been drawn beyond my 
bounds, and muft continue indebted to you 
for all I had to fay. 
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LETTER X. 
St. EvREMOND to Waller. 



I A M angry — You have abufed my coun- 
try, and I will have my revenge. I will tell 
you your faults — ^You are the moft fingular of 
your fingular nation. It is true, you have more 
wit and a better underftanding than half thepeo- 
ple in your ifland, and yet it is very feldom that 
you make any valuable ufe of either. The form- 
er you throw away upon women, whom you 
make vain without affection, and upon cour- 
tiers, who, while they have ibmething more 
fubftantial in view, hardly envy you the en- 
joyment of it. The latter can only be com- 
pared to a faithful mirror, which reflects eve* 
ry objedb in the trueft light, without receiving 
any impredion. 

You feem not to have any determining prin- 
ciples of condudl — You are carried away by 
accidental circumftances — You may commit 
yourfelf wholly to chance, live without refb- 
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lutioiiy and think without choice. What job 
do to-day you will avoid to-morrow, and re- 
peat it the day following ; yet will yon not 
once be at the trouble of giving yourielf a 
reafon either for what you do» or for what 
you avoid. If you may be allowed to have 
any motive of action at all, it is merely a tem- 
porary inclination, the tranfient offspring of 
chance, or fancy. 

Yet what fhall I fay of thee ? thou friend 
of many colours, but beloved and admired in 
all : (hall I endeavour to imitate thy indiffe- 
rence, thy happy flexibility, thy undiflipated 
diflipation ? 

Teach me, dear Waller, like thee, to fail 
down the current of life, without fear or dif- 
order, obedient to every gale, and complying 
with every tide ! Teach me, like thee, on 
whatever fhore I am thrown, to make it my 
oj>tafa arena. — Horace, and Ariilippus, and 
Epicurus, thofe philofophers of common fenie, 
{hall ailift you in the work of converfion. 

I beliete I have yet life enough left for fuch 
an acquifition. I am not fo old as Socra- 
tes was when he learned to daoce^ nor near 
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fo old as Cato when lie learned a language ; 
and certainly the attainments I have in view 
are of much greater importance than either a 
poem, or a Pyrrhic dance. 

Teach me, then, to be as happy, that is, to 
be as much at reft, as you are. Withdraw 
my heart from every objeft but yourfelf, and 
let me not think any thing of fo much con- 
iequence to my repofe that it fhould break 
it either in the prefervation, or the pur- 
fuit of it. Is not fuch the dodnne I am 
to learn ? If fuch it be, I defpair : for I 
could not, without much forrow, iofe even 
the privilege of this idle correipondence. 
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L E T T E R XI. 
Waller to St. Evremond. 



I SHOULD have a hopeful pupil of you* 
Firft you reproach your mafter, then ap- 
ply for your leflbn. You cenfure me for ad- 
ing without principles, and you would Jearn 
my principles of aftion. You accufe me of 
making no valuable ufe either of my wit or un- 
derftanding ; you x-eprefent me as an example 
by no means imitable, yet I am to be the 
pattern of your condudt. Be contented, my 
fage St. Evremond, for once to be thought 
as inconfiftent as your friend ! 

Still 'you will be only like the reft of the 
world ; for there is no fuch thing as confift- 
ency in human nature. Man is a dxx&M and 
a changeable creature. It is rarely that he 
a6ls upon fettled principles. The greateft part 
of his life is directed by chance, and he is, for 
the moft party influenced by cafual impulfes, 
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and accidental circumftances — I perceive this 
to be the condition, of humanitj, and I con- 
form myfelf to it. I am fenfible that thofbi 
contingencies, over which we have no pow- 
er, occafion fo many changes, and have fo 
much influence over our lives, that the very 
attempt to live uniformly or fyftematically 
would be as to row againil the current, when 
to fufEer yourfelf to be borne down with it, 
would convey you as fafely, and much more 
eafily, to the end of your voyage. 

The end of all philofophy is to fet the heart 
at eafe. If I find that compliance and accom- 
modation will anfwer this purpofe the moll 
effedually, they are the very means I ought 
to adopt. I comply with fortune upon the 
ikme principles as I would with any other 
miftrefs, to keep her in good-humour. If you 
tell me that fortune is quite as idle as the reft 
of my miftreifes, then I reply, that it is to 
keep myfelf in good-humour ; and that cer- 
tainly is no unimportant end. 

You feem to be of the fame opinion, when, 
in your abundant humility, you profefs your- 
felf my difciple. But you h»ve an extenfive 

f 



r 



43 L E T T E R XL 

procds to go through^ before you can be cap* 
able of t&ofe dodrines you propofe to learn* 
Yet be not alarmed. I do not mean that you 
(hottld direft yourfelf of your warmeft attach- 
ments, or facrifice the love of glory, fame, or 
pleafure. I think tho£b are falfe philofophers 
who, to exempt us from the troublefome ef- 
feds of our pafiions» would deprive us of the 
paflions themfelres. They are like thofe def- 
perate furgeons* who for the flighted wound 
would have recourfe to amputation. Let love, 
fame, and glory be ftill the obje^ of your pur- 
fuit ; but remember that every objedt of hu- 
man attention is uncertain and evanefcent. 
Enjoy the chace while it lafis — If you are 
thrown out, fmile at the dUappointmenti and 
ftart fome other game. 
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LETTER XII. 
Waller to St. Evremond, 



To be reconciled implicitly to every event, 
and to pais through life without aaxi- 
ety er difappointment, is certsunly a moft va* 
luable effed of philofophy. This is the object 
of your ambition, and this is what yon would 
learn from me — No, no, St. Evremond, do 
not deceive yourfelf. You would not be with- 
out your anxieties ; you find a charm in your 
difappointments that flatter your vanity, when 
you confider the hardfhips of fu£Fering merjt ; 
and your misfortunes ferve to fhew us how e- 
legantly you can complain. 

Would you lofe the pleafure of painting to 
the duchefs of M^arin, in fuch delicate co- 
lours, your mutual misfortunes ? Would 
you be deprived of the honour of being a 
fellow-fufferer with fuch a woman i A fiou- 
liarity of (offerings makes people friends. It 
draws them together, not only becaufe they 
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expedl the mutual privilege of uttcriiig their 
complaints ; but becaufe thofe complaints arc 
beft underftood, and moft efFeftually felt. 
They look upon the World with equal jealou- 
fy. They confider fortune as their common ^ 
cnejsny, and as fuch they tonfpire againft her. 
This confpiracy begets friendfhip, and friend - 
Ihip affeftion. 

If I had your wit and brilliant fancy, I 
would write fuch an eulogium on your mif- 
fortunes as fhould perfe(fily reconcile you to 
them, without the afliftance of philofophy. I 
would fhew you, how much your fame, your 
wit, your merit is indebted to them : I would , 
convince you, how much unmerited fufferings 
contributed to exalt us in the opinion of the 
world. I would defcribe your reputation 
ftretching beyond the limits of one nation, 
and by its increafing luflre caAing a (hade on 
your difgrace. I would reprefent the latent 
feeds of fortitude as animated and called fortb 
by this trying event, which, in a feiies of un- 
interrupted felicity, might have been totally * 
deftroyed. I would give its due encomiums to 
that magnanimity which could (iill look with 
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kindnefs on the fcene of tts fuflFerings. I would 
afcribe the tender paflions and milder fenti- 
njents, the influence of pity and benevolence, 
the prevailings of raodefty and diffidence, to 
the occaiional exercifes of afflidlion. The ima- 
gination ftiould be found to have profited no 
lefs than the other faculties. It fhould appear 
to be enriched, and to have caught new" im- 
preffions from variety of fentiments and fitu- 
ations ; to be foftened and fubdued by affed- 
ing fenfations : laftly, it fhould be employed in 
embellifhing misfortune itfelf, and pour its 
harmonious complaints in the ear of fympa- 

thifing beauty.. The duchefs of M 

fhould be the objefl addrefTed, who, being 
fomething more than a mere mortal, might 
well aflume the charader and compaSIon of a 
guardian angel. 
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LETTER XIII. 
St. EvREMoND /^Waller* 



So kmd and yet fo perplexing, fo engag- 
ing yet fo volatile a fHend have I neveir 

fomnd. 

From the beginning of your laft letter I ex- 
pected nothing lefs than a ferious leAnre in 
pra^kscal philofophy-— But we have hardly got 

' to the end of one fentence, till thstphilofophery* 
inftead of inftmaing his friend how to bear 
with misfortune, writes an encommm on mif- 
fortune hfelf* 

Indeed, had I reafon to believe but half of 

. what you have advanced in favour of that 
Tfionflrum horrendumf I fhould, at the fame 
time, have fufficient reafon to acquiefce in it. 
But, alas ! my dear Waller ! your colourings 
are too high. The zeal of friendihip has 
overborne your reafon ; has deftroycd your 
fagacity in the difcernment, and your ingenu* 
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itj in the expreffion of truth. Were I cer- 
tainly titherwiier or better for mymisfortuiiesl, 
they would hardly delenre that name ; but that 
time iHiich I fliould have devoted to the ac" 
quifidon of imowlege, and the improvement 
of the mind, has been, for the moft part, 
^ent inufeleft regret. 

It muft be confefied, notwitManding» that 
xrhat you have charged me with drawing from 
my disappointments to ibothe my vanity, is not 
far from the truth $ but I believe it is charge ^ 
able on all mankind. And furely nature afi* 
ed altogether from her wifdom and benevo* 
lence, when (he lent us felf*love as an antidote 
to defpair. 

How artfully do you foothe and flatter me, 

when you mention the duchefs of M in 

fnch an interefiing and a£Fe6ling manner ! -^ 
Oh, Waller ! how well you know the heart 1 
For that, I at once forgive you all your levities, 
your ertravagant compliments, and ironical 

praife. 

You may finile, if you pleafe ; you may en- 
joy, with complacency, the power of your 
addrefs ; but I muft confefs to you, I was ut- 



48 LETTER XIIL 

terlf unaMe to refift the inclination of ihewing 
your letter to madam Mazarin. 

It was imprudent in the laft degree : my va- 
nity overaAed its part, Inftead of giving me 
credit for the compliments you paid me, her 
whole attention was turned from the fubjed 
to the writer, and I was in danger of finding 
a rival, where I hoped to have found a friend. 

Yet this produced one ageeeable efiPed. I 
told her grace you was under an obligation 
to teach me your accommodating philofophy. 
She immediately profeiTed a deHre to become 
your pupil ; and fhe hereby lays her indifpen- 
flble conmiands upon you to furniih us with 
yourledures. 
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LETTER XIV. 

WaiiI^ei^ /c? St^Evremqnd. 



TH E cha^ripi that bound Pro^peUs, and 
compelled km to prophefy, could not 
)>o more powerful than that you liave found 
out to n^akc pae philgfophi?;^. For as Proteua, 
though, pofBbly* fqipething toore of a God, 
Vrw Ao^, by your accpimt, mgre volatile than 
wyfelf, n<^thing left than the magic in the 
name of Mazarin could have fixed me to tha 
fober point of philofpphy. 

You oiay remember I told you, that you 
h^d m e^tenfivd prpcefs to go through, ber 
fore you cbuld arrive at a ftate of mind which 
. is immediately reconciled to every event. I 
meant not that you ihould facrifiee your paf- 
flons, or difmifs your defires. I did not pro- 
poft to reduce you to a ftate of ifldiffprencp 
to every obje(5t, for that would have been to 
cut off the fources of pleafure ; and I am of 
opinion that our friend Horace was never more 

G 
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ouC in his philofophy, than in the following 
couplet > 

Nil admirari prope res eft una^ Numiciy 
Solaque qua pot eft facer e^ et fervare beatUTh. * 

For though to admire nothing may be a 
means of preventing regret, it can be no means 
of happmefs, at lead of that kind of happinefs, 
which obtains in my creed ; for that is pleafure. 
If eafe be happinefs, if an exemption from evil 
alone may be termed fo, the dead have the 
beH claim to it, and the inhabitants of vaults 
and chamels are more to be envied than the 
living. 

But this was never the purpofe of nature. 
The 'portion fhe gives her children is the en- 
joyment of their exiftence, and thofe are the 

* Thuf tranilatcd by Creech i 

" Nought to admire is all the art tve knevf 
•* To make men happy, and to keep tbemfo." 

Pope has borrowed this tranflation, bccauie he could 
not find a better ; and then very ungratefully laughi 
4t poor Creech for lending him it. 

" So taU it in the very vfords of Creech,^* i 
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moft undutiful who moft negledl or depreci- 
ate this her firft and greateft law. 

Nothing that is not dear to us can be isn- 
joyed : for this reafon nature has given us at- 
tachments, afFe^ions, and defires. 

The end of thefe gifts was to promote our 
happinefs; when they are retained longer 
than that purpofe can be anfwered ; when 
they are extended to objedts out of our power, 
it is not nature that errs ; ^ve alone are to 
blame, who mifapply her gifts. 

While we are attached to particular objedls, 
that attachment conflitutes our happinefs, fo 
long as they are in our power. When that 
ceaies to be the cafe ; when this law of na- 
ture is obliged to give place to the contingen- 
cies of fortune, or is fuperfeded by fome other 
law of our own, then are we not to imitate 
natui'e herfelf in this cafe, and make the lefs 
fubmit to the greater ? No — we will not yield 
to this. We arc determined to retain our at- 
tachments when their objedls are vaniftied ; 
we cherifh what is altogether fuperfluous ; and 
what was given us for our pleafure we per« 
vert to a torment. 

G i 
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It 1* rtox titceffaiy t» ^ecify tie feveral ob^ 
jeds I allude to : I tiiiean» whatever is the end 
of out* purfurtS) a^Pedtions, paflioiis!^ and de- 
fires. Wlifether lovfc or ff ies^c^ip^ fome, place), 
or power; or wbatever elfe may be tbe fub-» 
jea, the rule is Mil the fatoe. While either 
hope, or defire ca^ be reaibnab'ly exercifed, 
we foUot^r otir happineffs in the paths that na- 
ture has pointed oat to us ; but when hope is 
cut ofF, our purfuits are madnds ; and wiicai 
deiire can no longer be gratified^ the htdoU; 
gence of it is folly. 

Thefe fpeculations, you will fay, are eafy^, 
and the charge may be juil ; but is at fo «afy 
to overcome an attachment which is grown 
into habit, and has been "comfirftied 'by time ? 
Certainly, I anfwer, there can be no^Afficnity 
in doing what nati^re intended we fhou9d do^ 
^— Were it unnatural it might be difficult. Our 
love of life laft as lofng as life i^elf, beoaufe it 
was fo long neceffary for the pFefervattOB of 
our being ; yet this 'love of life cannot pofli- 
bly furvive its objeA, and that is the general 
law which nature has given to all our attach- 
ments. She never meant that they >&oul4 
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laft kmgev than die traafieot ftthje^h that <oc- 
cafiaxjed tiiei» ; and if (he &ever fneatit it» it 
camiot be difficult for tis to aA is cox^noity 
to her om'giaal purpo^s. 

It is generally a dlfpo&ion to ad coatrary 
to nature^ which occaffosis our mifoy in thls» 
as well as in alnao'ft tveqf other reipedt. It b 
from her tounty vrt derive the objeds of en- 
joymeiit ; but with this we are aot fatisfied $ 
lire want €0 prefcrtbe the terms axkd the duia- 
tion of titat enjoyment owielves. When Ae 
has lent us the play-things of pkafiire for our 
amuiement, like children, we cannoftpart with 
then without petulance and tears. No ; — 
it nittft be the laft bauble, or nothing. In 
vain ihe ofFiars 12s fomething elie— She has 
<tidoen the bells from us ; and the whifUe flie 
holdb out to us we fnatdi, and daih it ^ -die 
;gtfound« 

Thus we ai& iike c!hildt«n, and it is Ube 
children we fu^Fer. Could we but perfuade 
ourfelyes quietly to give ©p one Jtoy, and t^he 
another, how much mifery, occaiioned by ob- 
ilinacy and abfurdity, might we avoid! 

It would, moreover, be no very ineffe<ftual 
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means of inducing us to part unreludantlf 
with what we have enjoyed, if we could then 
begin to view the objeft in the moft unfavour- 
able light. Nothing more probable than that 
we fhould find it a toy ! We often admire with- 
out attention, or the exercife of reafon ; and 
it is neceflary we (hould ; for were we to ex- 
amine minutely every objeft that fhould en- 
gage our afFedlions, or exercife our defires, we 
fhould find fo much weaknefs, fuch infignifi- 
cant properties, or fuch contemptible quali- 
ties, that defire and affe6Hon would for ever 
be fufpended, and we fhould languifh through 
life without enjoyment or delight. Then is 
the time to look upon an objetft in the lead 
favourable point of view, when it is gone from 
us, and would carry our hearts along with 
it — ^Whilc it lafts, let us, for our own fakes, 
always contemplate it in the moft agreeable 
light ; let us caft a fhade over its imperfedli- 
ons, and cherifh in our imagination thofe 
pieafing qualities, whether real or ideal, that 
firft drew us towards it. 

This is a very profitable, and a very par- 
donable theft of happinefs ; a fpecies of felf« 
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deception, which ought, by all means, to he 
encouraged, becaufe it foothes the mind with- 
out interrupting it. 

There are fome fpecies of felf-deception, 
which It may be dangerous to indulge. The 
caufe of ibcial virtue may fuflFer where it be- 
comes the fupport of inequitable principles ; 
but where it is admitted only in afcribing ima- 
ginary perfeftions to the objedls of our regard, 
it is produdive of happinefs without any mo- 
ral inconvenience. 

By this, then, or by any other unexception- 
able means, let us cherifh our attachments 
while their objedts are in our' power. When 
they are no longer fo, let us withdraw the 
veil that hid their weaknefs from us, and when 
we fee their imperfedions, learn to be fatisfi- 
ed with their lofs. 

Ungrateful, and unfeeling Waller ! (at this 

moment exclaims the duchefs of M :) 

«• What, then, is there no tendemefs due to 
the memory of what has afforded us pleafure ? 
Shall we not beftow a figh, a tear, upon the 
rememberance of what was dear to us i How 
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unnaturally iage is fuch cold philofophy 1 «^ , 
Kay, haw very ungraceful !'* — 

" Ungrateful, faid ydur gt'ace ? Ungrate- 
ful to whom," or to wliat ?" ' 

** To thofe wbo» of all others* have the 
greatefl: claim to our tendemef$a to the dead." 

« Ungrateful to the dead»*' madam ! Is 
It poflible ? Oo you fuppofe them to be atten- 
tive to our conduct ? 

" I jfce no reafon why they ftould not be 
fo." But even fuppofing th^m to be mindful 
of the living, would they be oSended at fuch 
a conduA as I have prefcribed ? If they re- 
tained any real regard for us, would they not 
t^oice that we cbnfulted our own happinefs 
by every means in our power ; even though it 
Vrere by refle^ing on their pad foibles and 
frailties i Either this muft be allowed, or it 
muft be taken for granted that they are the 
fiune weak and vain creatures in their difem- 
bodied ftate that they were before^ 

AbiUet for ladyC-^ — ^! 
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LETTER XV. 
Waller to St. Evremond. 



How happy, my dear St. Evremond, are 
the true and dutiful children of philo- 
fophy ! No fooner had I folded up my laft 
letter, than I had occafion to pra&ife the fe- 
vered precepts I had been preaching*«-In hap- 
py expedlation« I flew to Lady C.'s> promif- 
ing myfelf all that luxury of converfation 
which we find in the uninterrupted enjoyment 
of thofe we admire — She was utterly -inaccef- 
(Ible — ^A croud of coxcombs had ihut up eve- 
ry avenue. I had aflurance enough to aflbme 
an air of gloom and diiTatisfa^ion, at which 
I perceived (he was piqued, though fhe a£FeA-. 
ed to enjoy it — I made a fhort vifit, and fet 
my heart at eafe with the following reflections : 
•• How abfurd, faid I, to hope, from fo vain 
and fo variable a creature as woman, any cer- 
tainty of happinefs, or enjoyment! The 

H 
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fentiments of that fex arc fo lightly taken 
up, and fo fuperficially impreft, that they 
are difperfed and fwept away by the flight- 
eft breath of chance. Their reafon, if they 
have WKjf (fpr cvpa that hus been difpuwd) 
is a vague, volatile,, and flexible principle^ 
whofe office is never to dired their inclinati' 
ons, but to defend and apologtfe for them 
vrhctk purfixed. Nature apparently intended 
them Fop li^ more than one puipofe, and we 
foolifhly put it in their power to plague us, 
by expe^ing more from them than they were 
meant to give.** 

Do not you believe that, after thefe refledH- 
ons, my heart was at reft ? Be aflured that 
It was — 1 plainly pei'ccived that ladyC — 
bad invited me merely to enjoy her own im- 
portance 2n my mortification. When I con- 
iidered this, i pitied her weaknrfs as much 
as I had mduiged her vanity, and made them 
both together a motive for my repofo. 

My charming CatuHus ? my happy, my e- 
legant philofopher ! with what, an interefl[mg 
pleafurc did I recolleft thefe beautiful lines. 
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MiferCatuUe^ definai imptirc ! 
Et quod vides perfffe, perditum ducat, 
Fulsire quondam candidi Tibifiies^ 
Cum ventitabat^ qut puelia dueebatt 
Amata nobis, quantum amabitur nulla* 
Ihi ilia mult a tarn jocofa fiebant 
^a tu voleboj^ nee puelia noUhant. 
Fulsire verh candidi TibifoUt, l^oli. 

Nunc Jam ilia nan vult ; tu quoque impHens^ 
Nee qua fugit feaare 5 nei miferyive : 
Sedobftinata mente prefer, obdura : 
Vale puelia i jam Catullus obdurate 

Notliing was .ever more perfe<aiy agreeable 
to my own fentimeats — This, St. Evremond. 
IS the very doftrine I have been preaching ; 
let us try how weU it will fit upon myfelf. 

Wretched Waller ! fool no mdre ; 
Give thy idle paffion o'ei* : 

Charming all that once might be, 
Think it loft, if loft to thee. 

Thine were paths beftrewed with flowers. 
Golden funs, and fmiling hours ; 
Whei^ thy donftant feet would ftray 
Along the love*enchanted way ; 
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Led hj her, that in thy heart 
No nymph has left an equal part. 
< When each joy thy foul could (hare 
Was fnatched from no unwiUing fair. 
Thine were paths beftrewed with flowers, 
Golden funs and fmiling hours. 
Now the nymph is kind no more. 
Give thy idle paflion o'er : ' 
Why, inconftant if fhe be, 
Should it make a wretch of thee ? 
Tell her that her arts are vain, 
Waller is himfelf again. ' 

Nature had undoubtedly very wife ends 
in rendering that beautiful creature fo very 
imperfe<5l, and fo deficient in all but perfonal 
accomplifhmentk. Had the charms of the fe- 
male mind borne any proportion to thoie of 
the female form, that idol alone, would have 
engrofled our attention, and the other beau- 
ties of creation would have pafFed uimoticed 
— But hature, willing to be admired through 
the variety of her works, has thrown into each 
fomethin^ that might difpofe us to turn ff om 
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it, and, after a fliort attention, t6 feek for 
new objeds. 

Thus, in the vegetable creation, many 
fowers that are adorned with the fined and 
moil glowing colours, are either totally defti- 
tute of fmell, or in fome meafure difagreeable. 
We admire their beauty, and pafs from them 
to be relieved by the fragrance of others. 

Nature is perfe6lly wife in all her difpenfa* 
tions, and it is our beil wifdom to conform to 
her apparent purposes. Had fhe intended 
woman to be the fole objeA of man's attenti- 
on, fhe would have given her qualities of pow- 
er enough to fix his confiant regard. But, 
from this fhe feems to have had views entirely 
di£Ferent. She has given fo much levity and 
vanity, fo much ficklenefs and inconfillency, 
fuch a wandering head, and fuch a trifiing fpi- 
rit, to the female chara^er, that fiie .certainly 
never meant fo variable a creature to be the 
objedl of an invariable attachment, — Such are 
my prefent fentiments, and I find that they 
^t of no little ufe to me. 
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« 

St. Evremond to Wallkr. 



YO U and De I'EncIos are the moft extra-* 
ordinary pbilofophers I ever knew. Yod 
do not confine yourfelves to the rules of form- 
er fages, nor indeed to any rules at all. You 
make your own laws ex poft/a^o, Yott pur- 
fue devoutly your inclinations. If they are 
gratified, all Is well : it is upon the princi- 
ples of nature that you ad ; and, for living 
agreeably to her dictates, (he rewards you with 
enjoyment. If they are deluded, though then, 
perhaps, all is not fo well, yet' you will range 
through the whole moral and natural world 
to account for the diiappoin^ent. Your 
fearch is not in vain. You never fail to find 
the caufe in nature. Certain imperfedions 
Ihe has left in her works, for very wife pur- 
pofes. You mud be perfedUy reconciled to 
her adminiftration ; for you find your happi- 
nefs in following her precepts ! 
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An excellent philbfophy, this, and perfeA- 
ly convenient ! It removes every fbbje^ of 
felf-reproach» and all the moral canfes of dijf- 
content vanifli into nothing. YoU fit ferene 
beneath th^ bamiers of wifdom and reditude. 
Rea&n, pmdence, and propriety charge yon, 
tnth no tranfgreflions ^^ Yonr hopes and dc^ 
fires always move within the circle defcribed 
by truth and nature-^^Yott are always, thero* 
fore, in your own opinion, entitled to what 
you enjoyi and by this cemmodioos phllofi>* 
phy you are reconciled to what efcapes you» 

That thefe may be very convenient princi-' 
pies, I will not deny; but their truth, I appre-* 
hend, and even their juilice, muft frequently 
be difputable. 

Againft their truth it mud be aUedged, that 
to refer moral inconveniencies to natural caufes, 
would confequently lead us to charge nature 
mth all the evils and irregularities that the 
folly or depravity of man might bring upon 
him, and, in many cafes, with the breach of 
her own obvious laws, which would be ab- 
furd. 

With refped to their juftice, it muft be frof 
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quently problematical ; for as it is one of yonf 
firft principles to remove every fhadow of er* 
ror from your own conduct, it will follow, as 
a general confequence« that you will not be 
too tender in your opinion of others ; and 
thus> either nature, or the works of nature, 
or both, will fofPer the imputation. 

As to your Un-Waller-Hke treatment of the 
ladies, I muft tell you that I had put on fhield 
and buckler to ftep forth their redoubted 
knight, but Bouillon vowed fhe was able 
to encounter fo puny a paynim herfelf, and 
you may therefore prepare to meet her iance. 
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LETTER XVIL 
St. EvREMOND /©Waller. 

1SEND you the inclofed without the leaft 
compaffion for you x You 'have deftrved 
a more fevere chaftifement> and you will be too 
muth honoured in falling by fo diftinguiihed 
a hand. 

Advenit qui vejira dies muliehribus armis 
Verba redargue ret. Nomen tamen baud kv6 

patrum 
Manibus hoc refers, tela eecidife Camilla ! 



Madam De Bouillon to 
Mr. Waller. 

I HAVE the pkafure of being obliged to 
Mr. Waller for a more agreeable opinion both^ 
of myfelf and of niy whole fex, than I have 

I 
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ever before dared to entertain. St. Evremon(i> 
either to gratify his own fpleen, or to excite 
mine, fhewed me a letter, which, but for cer« 
tain circumftances, I fhould never have believ* 

cd to be written by the gallant Mr* W *•. 

The unmerciful cenfures of that invidious let- 
ter, thrown indifcriminately on the whole fe- 
male world, awakened, I niuft coiifefs, my 
keened refentment. What ! faid I, are we 
then fuch weak, fuch infignificant creatures, 
born for no purpofes ? — The difdain I this 
moment feel at my foul, tells me that the 
charge is ndt lefs groundlefs than malicious. 

For no noblei' putpofe than But you 

fhall find. Waller, that I can be cool ; and 
that a woman has fortitude enough to repel 
an injurious attack with calmnefs. 

If nature intended us for nothing more than 
the preferVation of her favourite boys, why 
did ihe give us any other powers than fucH as 
were neceffary merely for that end I — But you 
will fky, fhe ha^ not given us any other — ^You 
difpute with us even the privilege of reafon-^ 
O blindnefs of prejudice ! Vain and arrogant 
partinlity ? What is reafon but the power 
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of diftinguiiking right froni wrong, the capa* 
city of drawing juft conclufions from known 
principles ? And will you dare to deny that 
we have this power ? Let the noble inftances 
of reditude, virtue, and intrepidity ; let the 
fhining powers of mind, the fire of genius, the 
delicacy of tafte, the vivacity of pibnetraction, 
and the cleamefs of underftanding, that have 
diftinguifhed numbers of illuflrious women, 
make you think of your cenfure with filent 
blufhes ! — Shall I mention the feveral charac- 
ters which at once occur to my memory ? No, 
Sir ! I will not pay fo iU a compliment to 
yours. 

But if, after all, you Aould have charity 
enough to allow us this fame faculty of rea- 
fon, ft muft not be without limitations — Li- 
mitations ahnoft as difgraceful as the total ez- 
clufion of it I * The reafon of a woman is 

* a flexible principle, whofe office is never to 

* dire^ her inclinations, but to defend them 

* when purfued." I wife, with all my hearty 
that this were lefs the condition of human 
reafon in general-; but that it is more parti- 
cularly fo with the female world, I t>elieve na 
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candid ebferver of fharaders will allow. Arf 
many of us remarkable for abfurdides, for ler 
vitiesy inconfiftenci^s, and iAlignificant pur- 
fuits ? Let it be fiippofed-r-But have not you, 
too, your wrong-beads, your infipid trifiers, 
your fickle and ifrivolous charaifters ? Tbough 
a woman (hould makq ufe of her Feafop to de- 
fend her follies, is fte therefore more defpica* 
ble, or more ridiculous than be wbofe coU' 
duS is equally exceptions^le, but who bas not 
modefty or ingenuity fufficieiit to apologifc for 
it ? Are we deiUtu|e of virtue ? You will 
not dare fay it — And are you not philofopher 
enough to know, that virtue is the effed pf 
reajQQn ? If virtue be the effect of reafon, and 
if women are not deftitute of virtue, neither 
can they he deftitute of rea(bn | of reafon in 
its utmoft perfeddon ; for it is that alon^ which 
is produftive of virtujp ? 

But *< we are vain ^nd variable I" Thanl^ 
to that unbounded adulation of yours, and (hat 
fickle difpofition tQ which we pwe both tbefe 
qualities ! It is to your diffifiAulaiiofix or your 
fervility, or both, that we are indebted for 
the greateft part of pipp vanity : iiad you know 
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' top "Well your paffion for varietyy to be igiio* 
rant of the motives whj we arr given to change^ 
It is this neceflity we find of afluming diffe- 
rent appearances, and of varying our condudt 
in compliance with our tafte, that has fumiHi- 
ed you with your curioufly-carelefs obfervation, 
that * our fentiments are lightly taken up, and 
* fuperficially impreft,' We can think. Sir, 
with as much depth, as much firmhefs and fo- 
lidity, as any Masculine Mind — But what 
a fuperficial obferver muft you be, who could 
not at once fee into the reafons^you give us 
for this variety of fentiquent, as well as of con* 
dudl ? — Be ingenuous, Waller ! be frank, and 
conftant ; and the. woman who ijball treat you 
with levity, will deferve ypur reproaches. 

I cannot help thinking, that you and your 
friend Catullus are like two truant fchool- 
boys, who, .after they have been properly 
chaftifed, aff'e<^ to laugh and play upon their 
punifbment, but always ret]urn tp tl^eir mailer 
with fear and trembling. 

Nothing fo fine as your fpeculative allufi- 
ons to the ceconomy of nature ! Nothing fo 
flight, or foon blown away ! Gently — Thou 
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curious texture, let me behold thy delicate 
frame ? — Hold ! It is gone, Irke the gpfla- 
mer I Gone for ever ! and not a film remaiA-- 
ing ! 



LETTER rvill. 
^ St.EvreMond to Waller* 



You have ufed me cruejly^, in not intro- 
ducing me fooner to the acquaintance 
of Mr. Cowlejr. To find, at my time of life, 
that there is a pleafiire which i might have 
enjoyed for fome years, is a very mortifying 
thing. I am fenfible of this lo&. Mr. Cow- 
ley has convinced me, that I had an affeSi- 
on, which only wanted to he called forth 
and exercifed, to add to my ftock of hap- 
pinefs. He has taught me to love him, or 
rather to love fomething that is in his ge- 
nius and turn of mind, with a degree of 
fenfibility that is very delightful to me. His 
pieafant, eafy manners, the enthufiafm of his 
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fancy, the luxury of his imagination, 'have a 
certain charm in them, which feems to com- 
municate itfelf by fympathy. When he fpeaks 
of rural life, and the retired enjoyment of na- 
ture, he cames me^ without relndlance, into 
the fcenes that he defcribes ; and though I 
knew* from experience, that I could not live 
two whole days in the country, I wonder, for 
the time, that I fliould live any where elfe. 
Mr. Cowley's love of nature appears fo per- 
h6tlY una£Pe<fted, that it creates a kind of reve- 
rence for him. It infpires one with fomething 
like thofe fenfations, which we may fappofe 
the antient poets felt, when they believed and 
defcribed the exiftence of genii and tutelary 
powers in the feveral departments of nature. 
' — Let me' alk yon, if you have not often re- 
gretted the lofs of that dodrine. I am not 
afhamed to own, that I have lamented the a- 
bolition of it with great fincerfty. Could any 
thing be more delightfhlly affecting, more cal- 
culated to infpire a noble and dignifying cn- 
thufiafm, than thus to walk with gods ? — ^To 
fee nature full of divinities ? —Nothing thus 
is inanimate or uninterefting. Every grove. 
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€very river has its.confequence, when accom- 
panied with the idea of its peculiar deity, 
'How much muft it have heightened the fancy^ 
and harmonized the numbers of the poet, 
when he could fuppofe himfelf attended hj 
liOiening Dryads, by Naids that had left their 
fountains to hear the mufic of his lays ; per- 
haps by Apollo himfelf, the god of melody 
and fancy, habited like fome fhepherd, or 
fome wandering herdfman ! — I am flncerely 
fbrry for the lofs of this theology ! 
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LETTER XIX. 
Waller /(? St.Evremond. 

IT would have given me pleafure to have 
been of your party with Mr. Cowley. No- 
thing could have entertained me more ths^u 
the raptures you exprefled on the idea of re- 
tirement. I know you both, and am fatisfied 
that the world has not two men in it who are 
fo little capable of living alone. You, indeed, n 
acknowlege it ; but poor CoWley has my com- 
padion. He midakes the chagrin of difap- 
pointment for an averdon to public life ; and 
I grieve to think, that he mud find himfelf un- 
happy in that miftake — I have obferved, that 
men who have the greateft refcJurces in them- 
felves are th& lead able to live in folitude. 
It is not difficult to account for this. It is 
owing to an excefs of fentiment. Evacuation 
is as necefTary in the mentals as in the corpo- 
ral fimdions. A mind that overflows with 
ideas, if it wants the accudomed means of 

K 
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conununlcation^ will languifh or find itfelf op- 
preft. Books are of no great fervice in this 
refpefi:. •'t'liey pour in fre(h fupplies, and draw 
but little ofT. Something, indeed, may be 
fpent in refle<flion ; but that is a kind of dif- 
charge, which, like the ebbing tide, goes off 
to return with the fame force and fullnefs. 
The pen is the only relief in fuch fituations as 
thefe. The great Raleigh found it fo during 
his infamous imprifonment. Had he been cap- 
able of bearing folitude, we fhould probably 
never have feen his hiftory of the world. But 
no man can write always. It is a fevere kind 
of diercife, which will not fail to weaken the 
mind, if taken too frequently, or too long. 
Therefore, where retirement becomes an objeA 
of neceflity rather than of choice, which, to 
the fhame of the world be it fpoke, is the cafe 
with Mr. Cowley ; it were to be wilhed, as 
you obferve, that the ancient theology could 
be revived, and that there were a pofllbility 
of converting with ideal beings. I fancy that 
you, who are a true catholic, might, without 
much difficulty, reconcile this dodtrine to or- 
thodoxy and right faith. I often think, that 
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the fubaltem deities in die heathen bible were 
confidered only as fo many fymboles of the 
attributes of the univerfal patent. Thus Ce- 
res, Flora, and Pomona, with the reft of that 
tribe, reprefent his benefieence in its various 
operations. Pan, Pales, Sylvanus, and their af- 
fociate powers, imperfonate his providential 
care in the animal and vegetable creation. In 
ihort, it fecms to me, that you may recal, 
without impropriety, this enthufiafm of anti- 
quity', and that in all your excuriioas you may 
walk with Cod 1 
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LETTER XX.. 

St< EvREMOKD to WaL^ER. 



IT is with me, as with thofe unhappy deb. 
tors, who, when they have no hope of re- 
trieving their afiPairs, difcover their diftrefs to 
their creditors, and bid them, in defpair, take 
the little that is left — ^Time has a long account 
a'gaini); me ; and, now that I have nothing 
left worth holding, I am willing to fettle with 
him — O Waller ! I have lived too long — I 
have furvived myfelf — She is gone — that e- 
legant, that enchanting woman, is gone for 
ever -— Thofe lips, that never opened with- 
out pouring perfuafion into the foul ; that 
fmiled into fuch meanings as no language 
could exprefs — Merciful God ! they are fi- 
lent, fenfele& — ^I faw them quiver in the ago- 
nies of death ; and then, even then, when 
her eye was half raifed .to meet mine, a tre- 
mulous fmile hung upon them for a moment 
— ^That was the laft fign of fcnfibility, and in 
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a moment more fhe expired, In fuch a manner 
as an angel may be imagined to fall afleep. — 
I am very fick of this world. Nothing that is 
goody or valuable, will live in it. I find n^y- 
felf alone^ in the midft of a vaft, unfeeling, 
regardl^fs circle of beings, with whom I have 
no mutuality of intereft or concern. Every 
thing around me feems to have loft its confe- 
quence. My hopes and defires, my very will 
itfelf — are all in a ftate of fufpenfion ; and 
thofe things which ufed to give me pleafui^, 
by exciting my attention, are now perfedWy in- 
di£Ferent to me. Even the faculty of fpeech 
feems to have forfaken me, and if I hate any 
indulgence ^left, it is in a kind of fombre fi- 
lence. ' - 

£/, ceffant de purler^ jeremeis i mes pleurs 
Lefoin defair^ voir Pexces de mes douleurs, 
Dans un lieu frequent e^ dans un lieu folit aire ^ 
he plus aimahle oh jet ne fait que me deplaire s 
Infenjihle toujours aux claries du Soleily 
Plus infenjible encore aux douceurs de fommeiL 

I knew not that my happinefs fo totally de- 
dended on the object I have loft. I fufpedled 
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iSiot that {be was fp neceflary to lOf peace* to 
taj ycry ezifteoce -^ It is trae, I iored her ; 
but how oopardopaUe was that ig]i<»raiice I — > 
I Qught to hare known the cooieqnences of 
loling her before I fe]t them — I ilioalii then 
have formed a truer eftimate of her ImpfHtance 
tome — Howpaioinl is tbeangntib of too 
late a gratitude ! **--How wretched to be for 
erer learning what we Ihoold for ever know i 



LETTER XXL 

WXlLER to St. EVREMOND. 



Is poor Mazarin, then, no more ? Efcap- 
ed at iaft from the malice 6f her iate ! — 
Good heaven ! that the mod beautifiil agree- 
able objeds in the creation fkould thns fofier^ 
and perifh ! How has the fell £atfr. Misfor- 
tunes, purfued that fair and amiable woman^ 
from her very entrance into the worid ! — And 
has the chace> then> only ended in the grave ? 
Alas ! my St. Evremond, I feel for you^ for my* 
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fdfy for buman natorCb-^Butlet us change our 
grief into indignation-T^Let us remember, that 
thisloV^, lamented viflim fell atthe fhrine 
of SupfiR.8TiTioN*9 and pour our heavieft 
curfes on h^r detefted head — Join me, St. E« 
vremond ! — Lend me your afliftlng hand, 
and we will crulh her into atomi-^Let us pur- 
fue her through all her horrid haunts, her dif- 
mal retreats — The injured gheft of Ma^arin 
(hall lead the way» and fcare her from the 
meditated tafk of murder. 

There is a fuperfluous Jiind of generofity 
peculiar to liberal fpirics, which makes them^ 
upon the lofs of thofe who were dear to them, 
lament that they have been deficient in friend- 
ihip or in kindnefs* This, I find, is amongft 
the things that afflid): you ; but this is a fuper- 
(tition of the moral kind, which you muft not 
indulge. I know that madam Mazarin had 

* The Aiperftition of the duke De Mazarin, and the 
ridiculous circnmftancei of his fanatical condu<3;, ren- 
dered it impoffible for a woman of the duchefs*s fpirit 
and temper to live with him. Unhappily, however, 
• (he had no alternative, but to (larve without him, — 
Yet {he preferred even tliat ^o flavery, and the debafe- 
ment of the mind^ Mr. De St. Evrcmond was among 
thofe who contributed to her fiipport in England. . 
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tbe greateft obligations to your friendfhip* 
Yoa enlivened her unhappy fortunes with your 
good humour ; yop mitigated them v^th your 
philofophy ; you relieved them out of an in- 

[ come hardly fufficient for yourfelf. Remem- 
berthefe things, and the reflexions which now 
give you pain will bring you different fenfati- 
ons along with them. The idea of Mazarin 
will be accompanied with a penfive but pleaf- 
ing tendernefs, which, though- it may bear the 
same of forrow, you will be unwilling to part 
with. There is a kind of luxury in lamenting 
the death of thofe we have loved. Our af- 
fedions themfelves fupply the place of their 
obje6l. We enjoy the exercife of them again ; 

. and thus there is a period of mourning that has 
its charms. 
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T E R XXII. 

? St, Evremond. 
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ed dock of the body — But the incommunicable 
mind — Of that I find no traces in thofe who 
are to follow me. They may, poffibly, beai* 
my name to the diftance of a few centuries ; 
during which time it may acquire appendages 
of every infirmity in human nature ; be ftig- 
mauzed with diflionefty, vanity, and ftupidi- 
ty! 

Yet how unaccountably prevalent. is the 
fondnefs of preferving a family-name ! Could 
we imprefs the features of the foul ; could we, 
like the Grecian archited, give fome internal 
charadler, that might be a lafting honour to 
us, this ambition would have fome fhadow of 
reafon for its fupport. But I find myfelf, and 
I believe the greateft part of thofe who are 
moft firongly bent on this method of preferv-» 
ing nature, to be in the circumllances with 
Ptolemy Philadelphus, when he built his cele-* 
brated Pharos. His principal intention was^ 
that this building (hould convey his memory 
to the remotefi: pofterity ; and, therefore, that 
future times might have no motives to deftroy 
it, he took care that it ihould be of public u- 
tility, and ferve both as a land-noark and as at 



^ 
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light to all thofe that ufed thofe Teas. The 
ambition of the prince^ however, .was defeat- 
ed by the cunning of the aifchited. The name 
of Ptolemy was cut upoQ a thin ihell, behind 
which was artfiiOy concealed aTolid fquare of 
white Marble, widi the following infcription : 
'* Softratus of Gnidos, the fon of Dexiphanes ; 
'* to the gods protestors, for the fafeguard of 
«« failors." Time did juiUce to the artift, 
and brought him to the enjoyment of his.prot 
per fanie. It is this fame only that a rea- 
fonable man (hould make his, objeft. The pair 
Hon of conveying a name, through a feries of 
generations, is ridiculous even in thofe who 
have no merit to make theouelves remeqibe;'« 
«d. . ... 
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I AM much abided wiii what you tell ipe, 
concerning the deatl of D^ Nettville : fox 
£houghIJiave not&en^Tm thelje: manjye^rs, 
1 believe he once had a r^ard lor me^ and t 
mufty therefor e» t)ear a tenderness to his ii»emo- 
ry. The woril lofles we fuftaiii, are in the 
death of thofb that love us« Every kind fen- 
timent in our favour is a treafurci)f the great- 
eil value : It is the approbation of a rational 
being, and is the moft pardonable kind of flat- 
tery in which we can indulge ourfelves> The 
defire of having many friends, in all the extent 
and confidence of the idea, would be follow- 
ed by great inconveniencies ; but to wiih for 
the efteem, or even the love, of many people, 
has nothing unreafonsble in it. There are 
moral advantages to be derived from it. Eve- 
ry one, whofe efteem or affe^^ion is of confe- 
quence to us, becomes, on that account, a 
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f^wiim of i^» yiatmr • T^ A»iA we vokuif 
uMj msfas eut&iifs- anf^vsdkble £br onr coa!- 
dud, and pur ctotite ^'M aiwsfs beJi« yro« 
^<»tl(^ €o the efteeak wi Iftppi^ft ourfelva td 
lK)i^^> f ' \miiM fiot lMr4 «liis 4-4m d:uiftded 
te thfit pbf)uiii#tty wfakM ti^fii^d, aad foiu^^ 
tiBiM Qitoiifitfd, byttafen^f-edurtlyuEteiiisaad 
p«blka]^dbtnieiit«t. ¥^(^> Cke ^yci'y tluag 
ell^, -wfieti it grows «t>mttMi> fate itk t^A^ 
quench. Its^fiordl lQfifiten<^» atfiklt, nolo&r* 
er reiBtfffis ; fot t&ougfi ll^«fte€nal t/f $Adfv& 

ti^at attended it, ff^pHth/t^f Ms fio hth Ht^ 
Mt, Tivere 4s ioihetki^ Miatereffiii^, ei^ 
intoxicating ; fomething that inAitattes, d# 
fomething that cloys in the pofTeflion of public 
favour. Thofe who enjoy it moft^ are never 
foUicitous to hold it long. From the flighted 
motives, and frequently from none, they aft 
in oppofition to thofe very principles, which 
procured them the applaufe of their fellow- 
citizens*. If it fhould fare with poets, then, 

• Had Mr. Wilier lived nearer our own times, he 
woald not have found it fo difficult to account for the 
change of condud in popular patriots. 
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as with politicians) popalar admiration would 
be no defirable thing. Indeed, there are few 
vcrnds that are capable of foftaining it as they 
ought. The cordial efteem of one private 
friend is. more: valuable,' becaufe lefs dange- 
rous, than the loudeft^hoes of applauie;^ If 
thofe praifes areheaixi, they are feldom.heard 
with fafipty. They are apt to deftroy that e- 
quanimity whiich is the fupport of wifdom and 
virtue. Believe qie, St. Evremond, were I 
a)[y7ay$ fure of enjoying the approbation of a 
lew fucb friends as yourfelf, I. fhould think 
that fhare of reputation alon^ fufficient. But; 
4ksith and fortune ^h^ye ufed me cruelly in 
Iba^refp^. 
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LETTER XXIV. 
St.Evremond to Wall£r« 



I A M almoll perfuaded to think» with the 
philofopher of Chatfworth, that it is a right 
thing to avoid reading — Not from the fear of 
having vaj own fentiments adulterated by the 
mtrodudlion ot others : 1 have not affe^atioa 
of that kind. But where is the page that is 
not full of the foUies and miferies of men f 
Whoever goes into a library, finds himfelf in 
the fame circumfiances with iBneas among the 
pidlures of Carthage. The iacryma rerum 
occur to him every where. If he opens a book, 
he is prefented with the hiftory of human mif- 
fortunes, perhaps with his own. The annals 
of latter times are fo filled with death and 
ruin, that I pais over them with the fears of 
a child, that thinks of ghofts and fpedlres as 
it wanders through the dark. The image of 
fome brave friend ftill ftar/:s. up before me, 
points to his bleeding wounds, and bids me 
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cnrfe the rage of fadlion and ambition. Oh, 
Waller ! whitt defhiidlion of the human fpe- 
cies h^ve you and 1 lived to behold ! -^ What 
havock of our cotemporaries, of our friends! — 
Ofw%at iJ^rabl&tkntfd do Wfe ftiiid the iHelan- 
choly moments ! The ftorm that tore up the 
foreft (till left our folitary trunks unbroken ! 
To>liat purpbft } — ^To drbj) the tears of pity 
ilhd khguifii oti the i*uins that lie beneath us ! 
The cdndufion of ydUr laft birdught befot'c 
tit All th^t i had fudTered ih the def&uaton of 
my friends. 1 laboured to oppofe the gi*bwing 
IreAedHons -^ t tdok up an ^htient author — 
Mdhcifdi God ! the hook opened at the folio w- 
to^ pdlkj^ti t '• — AccipCi mi €'omfniUto ; — ede; 
^W» mm fHi gOidiuM prated, feipafim — Ac- 
rtpt Yuffum ^^lifh'e ; ndn eHM tibi fcuiufn, fed 
f&ctttufA ff'^dd : &/ jf'Oe fu fhe inlerfcias^ Jive 
ego /if, ikoriaMurficiiiiis : atfu^ ut n^ ifie enet' 
^atd afqud intbecillH ¥hMU occidas, -aiit ego te. 
Hk nbflrajhnt bxtquVay 'Hohis aihuc vivenUbusi 
He whb tah read t4ife >vitii dry feyei — He who 
can think of it wit)ioht 6x6cratin|; the authors 
rf civil drffehfion^, e'ailttotljeat the heaX-t of a 
inabin hi^ bofo^. I b'eed not tell you that 
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this is reconlbd i& th« lifle^f VltelKiKi Wben» 
in the civil wars b^tweea that prince and Vef- 
pafian, the army of the fortacr wa$ fupplled 
With proVifions by their womcn> they convey- 
ted pattof'them by nightinto the camp of Vef- 
{>afian, to - refi^efti* their' conntrymcn, whom 
they were to fight the following day. The 
manner in which they deliver them> the 
language they ufe to remove their appre- 
heniions, is more a£Feding than any thing 
I ever met. with of the kind: * Take this* fel- 
low-foldier, and eat it — It is not my fword 
I put towards you, it is bread — ^This, too, 
take, and itiok it-^ It is not my fliield I am 
ho2dbg> to you ; kifr a cup* Whether you 
fallrbymy hand, or I by yours, thisrefrefh- 
metit witl^ make- death more eafy. It will 
fbnengtfaen > tlf& afm that> ^ves the decifive 
Wowi and we^ (hall not die fldwiy by a feeble 
* wound; Thefe', fUl<m-f6ldi^ are thtf on- 
ly.ftinieial rites' we QaH fasMre. Let us thus 
ceielvete fihem'wMle^w^ live.**-* In what a 
deteftalbie**%li|:f doi thbib^ Wretches, appearv 
whofe competitions coBldileadtfaofi!ib^aTean4 
mtnciful.]mn to 4he itdttghta^ of' eaci^'othei^4 

M 
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Surely fome curfe of peculiar bittemefi is re- 
ferved for thofe diabolical fpirits, who, for 
private gratifications, break the bonds of fo- 
dety ! Is there no place of public punifh* 
ment for thefe demoniacs ? I would fooner be- 
lieve there is no heaven for the virtuous. 
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Waller /^ St. Evremond. 

CR O M W £ L once obferved to me, when 
we were lamenting the lofs of fome brave 
men, who had fallen in the civil wars, that as 
it was the property of God to bring good out 
of evil, man might fometimes be unblameably 
inftrumental in doing that evil for the produc- 
tion of the enfuing good. I am fenfible, add- 
ed he, that St. Paul fpeaks ibmewhat di£Eerent- 
ly on this fubjedl, but he does not ieem to 
have intended that his precept ihould aScCi 
political matters. It is thus that the difturb- 
ers of foclety reafoDi when they want to dfoft 
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thetr purpofes by pernidoas means. Crom* 
wel was certainlj a great man» an able nego- 
ciator^ a deep politician ; bttt^ without inge« 
nuity, without humanity, without any affec* 
tion for truth or honour, he made ofe of the 
worft and cruelleft of all political engines, fa- 
naticifm, I have often been^ aftonifhed at his 
command of face, and crtprefiion of faulty, 
when he liftened to the vileft nonfenfe that e- 
yer tortured the ear of a rational creature. 
Not one look, or glance, or feature bore any 
marks of that contempt which he felt at his 
heart. It feemed to me that he had two fouls, 
one dire^ing his countenance^ atdtude, and 
motion; the other, more retired, charged 
with his proper and private fentiments ; one 
that fecretly planned and watched over the 
deep-laid fchemes of political ambition ; ano* 
ther that received its orders from withtn> and 
went through the external drudgery of carry* 
ing thofe fchemes into execution.-— I received 
many favours from him, partly becaufe I had 
the honour to be related to him, and partly 
on account of the panegyric I wrote upon 
him — I muft, therefore* beg {fx ibme indulg* 
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etkct to hu memory. -^ Sare, at loaft* one of 
his fouls, the pious fmd 4tiiioocat fuhakern, 
that Iwas employed in ^prajers^ /mad praifes ! 
that watted, for the.£«»rd> and would rebuke 
him for his delay ! that lay Tioleat bands upon 
the throne of grace, (^adctitd, Come, come 

^ckly ! hr-^ Surely^ . St. Evtemoad, this 

fouL fhould be «fav«4 ^' ^ other we muftigiTQ 
up CO thealiotmeskttdf your dtmianiacs I 
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LETTER XXVL 
Waller to St. Evremond. 



No, 'my 'St. 'Evremond, it is time to 
clofe the idle ptirfuits of poetry. I 
am now defeendtng irofh the little emi* 
lusnce of life, and mtift foon drop into tfaof;; 
dark, utifathomod waters that'iie at the bot- 
tom .—The impreffions of fancy arc never in- 
dulged without danger. They leave the mind 
in a Hufhiating and tinfettled fiate. They 
withdraw its attention from &ed principles 
and points of view. Iliey confnfe it^ clear 
and fimpie 'l!g;hts,*by mingling them with 
(hadows andfantaiHc appearances. Are fiich 
rilrcntnlhmces proper fnr declining years ? — 
where all* flionftlbeffteady, coniiftent, andnni- 
fbttn— ^nwre we Biotthi' tread only on the firm 
gronnd of phiibfbphy-^Ihall we ftep afide like 
children to 'gather flowers? Believe toe, St. 
Evremond, to pay a ferious court to the mUfes 
would now be as abfurd^ as it would be to ad- 
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drefs any other misfortane on the fame terms. 
The attempt would be equally frnitleis and ri- 
diculous : 

The mufethat caught from Sidney* s eyes her fir e^ 
In Sidney'' s ajhes felt the flame expire. 

Poetical ground, like every other ibil» becomes 
barren and unfruitful by too long exercife. 
There is a period in life beyond which poets^ 
in particular, ought not: to think of writing. 
Fancy is not the gueft of age ; and, therefore, 
old men rarely fucceed in works of that nature., 
Thofe depend principally on enthufiafin ; and 
that is, almoft peculiarly, the growth of young 
and vigorous minds. We grow cold to the 
love of nature, after a long acquaintance with 
her, and it is that love to which poetical enthu- 
fiafm owes its very exiftence. Nor is it eafy 
to fubftitute any thing of equal energy in its 
place. It is not many years (ince I attempted 
fome poems on divine fubjedb, thinking thofe 
moft fuited to my age and condition. But I 
cannot boaft of fuccefs, not even of fatisfa<Etion 
in thofe performances. They may be pleafing 
to devout minds ; but there is fomethii^g want* 
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ing« It is the vis ingenHy the vigour of hlia* 
gination and ezpreffion that has failed. ' You 
will confider theft frank acknowlegements as an 
unanfwerable apology for the fUence of what 
70a call my mufes. Yours are of a more e- 
laftic kind; and» like the nympths ^ your 
country^ they will dance till they die. 



LETTER XXVIL 
St, Evremond to Waller. 



IT was ufuaU I think, amonft the ancient 
Hebrews, when they had pafTed the period 
of fizty, to make a feafl for their friends, and 
fing the fongs of Sion. There was fomething 
truly rational and philofophical in this'chear- 
ful cuftom. It was the natural tribute of good 
fenfe and gratitude. A people, who believed 
the mortality of their exiftence, could not but 
look upon the prolongation of it as an effe^ of 
the divine benevolence, and every teftimony 
of their joy was, on that principle, an a^ of 
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rriigion.'«-*W1iat istbe rea&n that we have 
CCfOceived fUch ver)r di£Refcnt id^as 6fiht proi* 
par daportfoent of age'^ We^ have impof<id 
Upon it a gravity of manners, and a feverity of 
ihidies; We add to the weights that time 
tjangs upon that period. The lighter amufe- 
ments are deemed improper, and' the mdiil« 
gence of fancy muft be utterly excluded. — ^I 
own I am unable to difcover the wifdom> 01* 
even thoproprictyofthi^— — WhatJ becaufe 
I have the promife but of a few years before I 
muft.be locked up m the grave, is ttie- work of 
death to;begin already ? Shall it not be left to 
nature ? Am I to die through my bed parts 
and facaltiet before (he giyes thp fiiq^mpos? 
l/k^l uow part.witb myi viFSMHty>. my feacy ? 
— fliutiueevouy fp\M:fCfi|ofaBuufeflaeat, be^fiuft 
tim^ muA iqfallibly be ts^s from me at laft j 
Is.it the art ofi acopmrnadaitio^I amttplearai. 
Is.aoy.art a^efltry, fpfrQciepuKg In %t^ grave? 
Wci^tiivfoi, tie caFW of Troph^nm^'wo.okli in- 
4em3ii b&a proper? fcbooU BvkK i£ my ilfep 
wilt be the fame,; wJbcetJwp^ I am:oajyLed:fron« 
tbcoc^i qr bofikotLQ^x from the circle^ of tbo 
nwifts a»d ihp,swnh'l Cftimot. emjerCditl a 
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doubt to which of thofe fcenes. my proper 
happinefs fhould lead me. I have admired 
the detith of Buchanan. He was willing to go 
to reft with agreeable ideas, and therefore re- 
tained to the laft the imafi;e of that objcdl, 
which, in life, had given him the greateft 
pleafure. 

Cynthia prima fuis miferum me ceptt acellU'^ 
Contaiium nullis ante cupidimhus. 

With that couplet of Propertius he clofcd the 
fcene ; and, though his death was more poeti- 
cal than pious, he cettainly was right in his 
firft principle. To what purpofe. Waller, 
fhould we afFeft a cold and fombfous gravity 
of temper ? Our little fires will too foon be ex- 
tinguifhed.' Let us ftir up and brighten the 
•dying embers. We may not ftrike the lyre 
with the vivacity of youth, but we may yet 
call from it fome foothing notes to divert the 
idea of eternal ftlence. 



N 
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LETTER XXVIII. 

Waller /i^ S1*.Evkemond. 



IF there (hould be no greater impropriety in 
giving the faculty of fpeech to the veget- 
able than to the animal creation, many fine 
iiM)rals, I think, might be drawn from iabks 
Jefigned in that part of nature. For my own 
parti I dm fond of animating every thing a- 
round me ; and there is hardly a tree or £ower 
cf Any note in mj garden, which is not, in 
jBaj idea, invefted with fome peculiar deUgn or 
4}UaUty ; which has not fome relative intereft, 
4x>nfeqaenee, or purfuit. It was undqr the 
influ&Qce of this kind of fancy, that the fol- 
lowing little piece was written ; which may 
not improperly be called> Tie Laifs Moral. 
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The TjJUf mki the My KTUE, 

I. 

TW A S on the border of a ftteam 

A gayly-painted Tulip Hood, 
And gilded by the morning beam, 

SuiTey*d her beauties in the flood, 

II. 
And fare, more lovely to behold. 

Might nothmg meet the wiftfixl eye. 
Than crimfbn fading into goId> 

In ilreaks of faipeft fymmetry. 

III. 
The beauteous flower, with pride elate. 

Ah met t that pijdc with beauty dwells I 
Vainly afiSefb fupcrior ftate, 

And thus in empty fasKj ftrells, 

*' luftre of unrivalled bloom 1 
Fair painting of a hand diTine i 

Superior far to neiortal doom. 

The lines of heaven alone are mine i 

N 2 



V. 

Away, ye worthlefs, formal race ! 

Ye weeds, that boaft the nam^ of flowers ! 
Nd more my native bed difgrace> 
Unmeet for tribes fo mean as yours ! 

VI. 
Shall the bright daughter of the fun, 
Aflbciate with the fhrubs of earth ? 
Ye flaves, your Sovereign's prefence fliun I. 
Refped her beauties and her birth. 

V|L 
Aad thou, dull, fuUen ever-green ! 

Shalt thou ipy (hining fphere invade ? 
My noon-day beauties beam unfeen^ 
Obfcured beneath thy duiky fhade ! " 
. , VIIL 
** Deluded flower ! the Myrtle cries. 

Shall we thy moment's bloom adore i 
The meanell ihrub that you defpife* 
The meaneft flower has merit more, 

IX. 
That daify,' m its fimple bloom» 

Shall lafl along the changing year ; , 
Blufh on the fnow of winter's gloom. 
And bid the fmiling faring appear. 



LETTER XXVIII. ioi 

X. 

The violet, that, thoie banks beneath. 

Hides from thy fcom its modeft head. 
Shall fill the air with fragrant breath. 

When thou art in thy dufty bed. 

XI. 
Ev'n I who boaft no golden (hade. 

Am of no Ihining tints poiTeft, 
When low thy lucid form is laid. 

Shall bloom on many a lovely breaft. 

XII. 
And he, whofe kind and foftering care 

To thee, to me, our beings gave. 
Shall near his breaft my flowrets wear. 

And walk regardlefs o'er thy grave. 

XIII. 
Deluded flower ! thy fiiendly fcreen. 

That hides thee from the noon-tide ray, 
And mock thy paflion to be feen> 

Prolongs the tranfitory day. 

XIV. 
But Undly deeds with fcom repaid. 

No more by virtue need be done : 
I now withdraw my duiky fhade. 

And yield thee to thy darling fun.^' 



XV, 

Fierce a» tii« flp^ner t&e feH-chifig beam 
With all iu weight oCgk^ f<dl; 

The flower ^i^nlt^g caught the glaams 
And lent its l«avc$i a hoUer fweU, 

xvr. 

Expanded hf the fearching fire^ 

The curling leaves the bread difclqs'd $ 

The mantling bloom was paiqted Iug|ier> 
And ev'ry latent charm e^^po^'d. 

But when the fun was Hiding low» 

And ev'uing came, with dews fo cold ; 
The wanton beauty ceas'd to Uow, 

And fought her bending leaves to fob). 

XVHI. 
Thofe leaves* alas, no more would clofe ; 

Relaxed) ^xhaufl:ed> fickeniag, pale; 
They left her to a parent's woes^ 

And fled before the rifing gale. 

I think there camiot be any great inQMropri" 
ety in the indulgence of poetical amufemeoits 
of this moral nature, even at my far advanc** 
cd time of life. Yqu found (qmt difficuUy^ 
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notwithftanding, to bring me over to this o- 
pinion ; and I cannot yet think that an old 
man can {pctid his time very pfoptt'ly in what 
you call the circle of the mufes and the graces. 
Hiere is t>]te John Milton, «ui eld connnen- 
vealth's man, who hath, in the latter part 
of his time» written a poem, intitled, Para^ 
dife Loft s and to fay the truth, it b not widi- 
out fome fancy and bold invention. But I am 
much better pleafed with ibme fmaller pro- 
dudionsof hisin the fcenical and palloral wa.y; 
one of which, called Lycidas, I fliall herewith 
fend you, that you may have fome amends for 
the trouble of reading this bad poetry. 



. I I04 J 

LETT E,R XXIX 
ST.EvREiyjqND to Waller. 

I THANK you for your vegetable; fable, aiid 
have long thought as yoil do, that a vei'y 
beautiful colledlion of moral poems of the fame 
kind might be drawn from that part of nature. 
The enthufiafm that would be excited bj the 
fcenery in 'general, and the pleafure which 
might arife from the minuter beauties of d6- 
fcription, would .give to the cdmpdfitions of 
this fort many evident advantages. Nature 
is a much better moralift than Seneca or £pic-> 
tetusy and gives her lefFons both more agree- 
ably and more effe^hially. 

The poem called Lycidas, which you fay is 
written by Mr. Milton, has given me much 
pleafure. It has in it what I conceive to be 
the true fpirit of paftoral poetry, the old Ar- 
cadian enthufiafm. Your Engliih poets have 
been ftrangely miftaken, .when they have 
thought it poiHble to accommodate the genius 
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oftMsp^^y totlw ittttl^ttt.fiiaplkit^ of 

yoitir cl0W«3i Yotfcr ^ttifer, iw cthtr ixtfpeas 

an agreoaHe painter rf'nattire-, is^ inhismu 

ffic paftorafei iflftqjpdrtabJIe. . It is not to be 

-dtarcd^ however,' tliM:Th«o<»itiis is, infome 

pkc^s, <}iiiteasvile»sSpeiftf, and Vicgil at 

•fitfoft as vile a& Thtocrittitf. But the latter, I 

diiftt, icems t& haVe- vh:i«teto beneath' the dig>- 

nity of poetry v^i^i i^Haaifllce. The Jan- 

gttagd of'hts Tafte ^4as ali^s^ 

' '' ' Sylvajnt confute dtgnaf! 

- . . . , 

but hl^rey^ence for his qiodel led him intcaa 
imitation of his defers* 

The great error fecms to have arifen from 
am mattentlon to this d<)<arihei that every fpe- 
cies of poetry is und^er che^ paciioha^e of the 
Graces. How the Greeks (hould, at any time> 
forg^ this, is fomewhat difficult to account 
for; as the IVfufe's and th& Graces are With 
them, "very often, fynbhjrmous terins, and 
their word' CK'arites ii ufedliidffi'et-ently fdt 
either. Yet it is certain th^t fdme of their beft 
poets h^ve frequently forgQttexi iii vrbk& tem- 
ple they were woribipihg. 

O 
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. It is not the moft unadomed funplicity that 
is improper in anj fpecies of paftoral cojnpofi- 
.tton ; for finiplicity is tb^ ground of every thing 
•that is.gracefuh It is the introdu^on of ob- 
jeds or ideas that. are in themfelves low and 
•inelegant, which fpoils the beauty of paftoral 
imagery. Tafte is always attended with a pe* 
culiar delicacy^ and wiU be d&fgufted whh e- 
very work of art, where that is w:aatt^. 

But if your Spenftr is too grofs^; your Pry- 
den is too trim* and too full of low conceits 
in his pafloral fcenery. Kothing can be a 
flronger proof of this than the following cou- 
plet, 

For thee.i g9y fnon$h^ the groves green liveries 
Ifnotthefirftt thefairefloftheyear^, \nuear^ 

It is hardly pofllble to conceive any thing more 
contemptible than the idea of drefllng the 
;Woods in livery; yet I doubt not that thi's 
couplet hasr had its admirers. Sure I am, 
that Malherbe has been praifed for a thou*- 
fand verfesas vile. 

Shall wepraife the Italian paftoral ? How is ft 
pofllble ? Even the cdebtated paftoral comedy 
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of Guarini is, with all the profufion of genius, 
a moft abftrd perfonnance; He is right in the 
locality' of his piece ; hut bis great misfortuiie 
is, that love is not a local thing. Neither is 
it romantic ; though, hj fettmg the ideas a- 
float, it fbmetimes gives people a turn to what 
we call romantic. Neither will it bear to be 
bound up in allegory. We hate the very idea 
of demi-gods and fatyrs. Unlefs we held the 
religion that bred them, it would be impoffible 
to confider them otherwife than in a farcical 
light. In the bufinefs of love, therefor^ they 
will not go down> beca.ufe love is a ferlons 
thing, 

Wha^ pleafes me in John Milton's poem, be- 
fide the trae paftoral enthufiafm, and the fee- 
nical merit, is tl^e various ai^d eafy Qow of its 
numbers. Thofe meafureaare well adapted to 
the tender kind of imagery, though they are 
not expreiSve of the firft ftrong imprefHons of 
grief. 

A little poem of this kind was lately put in- 
to my hands, which, as it has not been printed* 
X will tronfcribe for you. 
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A M ON O D Y, 

Infcribcd toNjny yrotthy Friend, J. S. 
being written in Ws garden at Am- 
well, in Hertfordflbire, the begin- 
ning of the y^e^r 1 66 9. 

I. 

FRIEND of mf'genius ! . on whofc natal hour, 
Shoae the fame-ftarybufftone wtth brighter 

ray ; 

Oft as amidft thy Amwell's (hades I ftraj, . 

And mark thytnietkfte ineaQhwindingbower, 

From my full eye why falls the tender fhowcr ? 

While other thoughtsifhan thefe fair fcenes 

xoxtvcy, 
' Bear on. my trembling mind, and melt its 
powers away, ■ 

n. 

Ah me ! my fnendl mhappierliours I fpread. 
Like thee, the wild walk o'er the varied plain; 
'Thefaireft tribes of Flora's painted train, 
«£ach bolder ifarnb that grac'd her genial bed. 
When old Sylvanus,'by young wifhes led. 
Stole to her arms, of fuch fair offspring vain. 
That bore her mother's beauties on their 
head. 



HI. 
Like Act, 'v^find hf UtK -^ 'vms iDeliab 
chftrms, 
T was Delta's ta(te the new ereadoQ p^e ; 
For her mj groves in plaintrrefighs wotdd 
wave, 
And call Jier abfent to lier mofter's arms. 

IV. 

She comes — Te flowers your ^ureft blooms 

unfold! [bear I 

Ye waving groves, your pllantive fighs for* 

Breathe all your fra^ance to the amorous air. 

Ye fmiling (hrubs whofe heads are cloth*d with 

gold! 

She comes, by truth, by £iir afiedion led. 

The long-lov'dmiftrd(kof myfaithfulh^art! 

The miftrcfs of my foul, tiomore tp p^rt, 
And all my hopes^ and all my vows ^^e ^jed; 
Vain, vain delufions !, 'Dreams for ever flied ! 

Ere twice the fprin|; had w^Jced the genial 
hour, 

The lovely parent bore one beauteous flowei^. 
And drooped her gentle head. 
And funk, for ever funk into her filent bed. 
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.VI. 
Frieod of my gemas ! partner of my fate I 

To equal fenfe of painful fnfiFering bom ! 

From whole fond breaft a lovely parent torn. 
Bedewed thy pale cheek with a tear fo late} — 
Oh ! let us mindful of the fhort, fhort date; 

That bears the fpoil of human hopes 3way» 

Indulge fweet memory of each happier day ! 
No 1/clofe, for ever dofe the irpn-gate 
• Of cold oblivion on that dreary cell. 

Where the pale ihades of paft enjoym^ts 
dweU, 

And, pointiQg to their bleeding hofoms fay. 
On life's difaftrous hour what varried.woes 
await I 

VII. 

« 

XfCt fcenes of fofter, gentler kind 

Awake to fancy's foothing call, I 
And milder on the penfire mind. 

The fhadowed thought of grief (hall £iIL 
' Oft as the flowly-clofing day 
Draws her pale mantle from the dew-ftar's eye. 

What time, the fhepherd's cry 
Leads from the paftured hills his flocks awa^. 

Attentive to the tender lay 
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That deals from Philomela's breaft, 
Let u^ in mufing filence ftray, x ' 

Where Leb beholds-in mazes flow 
His uncomplaining watecs flow • > .V .. 
And all his whiipering ftores inVite the chatdi 
of reft. 



LETTER 

Waller to St. Bvremond* 



I WAS much pletied urith a converfation, 
which I overheard a few da7$ 2^0^. /be- 
tween the king and an honeft Worcefterfhire 
baroneti who was lately, ^e^d for a borough 
in that county. The good-natured man came 
Up to take his feat amdng tts» and as be liTed 
in the neighbourhood of the.ro7aloaJi» he f^p- 
pofed that he could not pay a better /compii* 
ment to his majefty than by bringing him a 
a branch of his old afylum. Who is that an* 
tique^ faid the king^ with a withered branch 
in his hand ! — ^It is Sir Thomas ****, meoiber 
for ••*•. 



• .The Ktlfc. . f • , 1 ^ 
SirThomas, lam gjnd toftiS^you: I faoj^ 
you can gifVi at good account of yt)ur.frietidf 
in Worccftcrihlte; 
M". .' . :SirTH6MAS *•** 

I vnfh I could, pleafe your .itts^efty ; but 
there is a blackfmith's wife — 

The KiNCJ. 
No matter for her -^ I pnq^jtire^ oxily after 
the health of your family. 
.. - Sir Thomas, 

Thank God! in good health— But this 
woman, pleafe your majefty — ' 

The. KtM'o. 

Whaaofhiw? . 

' ' Sir Thomas', 

— i^^ Has (vf&i^' St child to your! m^efty ^ 

The Ki;n<^. 
I'aM^glad of it—: X daremeitabet* that Itnot 
a .^ociian, wheixl went a wOad-cuUing with 
fahHiea^ Pendereil. 

Sii* Thomas;' 
A roiy comprexioor pleafe your majefty I 

The RiHO. 
t^ matter ! Whxt is became of the woma&i 
and her child ? — « 
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Sir Thomas. 
Sh^ is very well taken care of, pleafe jonr 
majefty ! The church wardens arc mj te- 
nants, and I order them to allow her an upper 
flieet. 

The Kino. 
Fye I Fye I 

Sir Thomas, • 
Pleafe your majefty, I was near loiing my 
eledion by it. Some of that parifh were free 
men, and they faid that I, as a magiftrate, 
ought to havefent a warrant to your majefty, to 
give a bond to the parifh, or to pay ten pounds. 

The Kino. 
Why did you not do your duty ? 

Sir Thomas. 
Becaufe, pleafe your majefty, I thought it 
my duty not to do tt. Your majefty has been 
at a great ezpence of late. 

The King. 
True ; very true, Sir Thomas ! What is 
that branch in your hand ? Some token, I 
fuppofe, by which you hold your lands — 

Sir THdMAs. 
No ; it is fomething by which your m^efty 

P 
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holds.your lands -^ It is 1 braiich of that blef* 
&d oak which prefervtd Jroor majefty.'s preci- 
ous life. 

The KiMO. 
This is a wooden compliment ; but it is ho-* 
neft, and I thank you for it — You have wit. 
Sir Thomas ; why do not we fee yott ofteaer 
at court ? 

Sir Thomas. 
t can do your majefty much more fervic^ 
in the country, by keeping up a fpirit of loy- 
alty and good will towards you amongft my 
neighbours. 

The Kino. ' 
And how do you manage that point ? 

Sir Thomas^ 
I gire them beef> and bid 'eitk fall to with- 
eat the long grace of the Roundheads, Then 
I give chem ftrong.beer, and they cry. Cod 
blefs your majefty. 

The King, 

> ]£ chat is the toaft» . Sir Thomas, you are 
the king ; and, io trUth, I think you govern 
with profound policy. Could I adopt the 
fimeine^itoesj I fbouldliaTe much Jefs (r^u- 
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ble ; but there is no finding beef enough for 
that hungry circle which you fee there. 

Sir Thomas. 
God blefs your majefty ! I have ten fat 
oxw in Worceilerfliire ; atxd nikid of fhem &re 
heartily at your majefty's fervice. 

•** «#* **• 

"This bountiful offer of the honeft barciietV 
made the king laugh fp violently, that it put 
an end to' the cpnverfktion. His piajefty tqli 
VLB, with great good humour, what we had IQ 
fcicpedt, and added, that he hoped ^veijy mem<- 
ber of the houfe would be. as rqady to! eiye a^ 
Sir Thomas * * * t^ that he might be able t;Q 
find wine for the feaft. -^ This is a meafure 
which I will promote witii ajl my power ; , foj; 
the king*s necefliti'es ^are ' truly deplorable. — 
Confidering his extreme poverty, his good hu- 
mour is aftoniihing. I believe there never was a 
prince at the fame time fo pieafant and fo poor. 
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LETTER XXXI. 
Waller /oSt.Evremond. 



O VALES of Peoliurft, now fo long 
unfeen ! 
Forgot each fecret ihade» each winding green; 
Thofe lonely paths what art have I to tread. 
Where once young Love, the blind enthufiaft, 

led? 
TTet if the genius pf your confcious groves. 
His Sidney in my Sacharifla loves ; 
Set him with pride bpr cruel power unfold ; 
By him my pains le( Evremond b^ (old 
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The LovE^^T^HYRsis and 

Sa GH AR IS,S A. 

' ■ • 

Relied by the G£nius ^F^a£|iurft« 
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WHAi%'£k hath met tniiie ear of Ule Or 
' ■' fongi ' ■ ■ : ■ ■ ' •*•'' 

Since he of Arca^y firft |lole tne reed 

Of Hennes, and inade every fhepherd Icorn * 

His evening fliimbers, needlefs have I .heard. 

Yet pity for the.genUe Thyrfis drew 

Me frequept from the mofly breaft of fleep ; \ 

And when heneatb the cold moon's (hadowy 

Like that fphdf b.ird which c'purt^th filence beft; 
He thus complained harmonious, t have fighed. 
And felt his ibrroW throu£^ my depth of (hades; 

, • • • ' "•>',> • • • ' I - : ■ • • ' 
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WHile lii the park I fing, the liflening deer 
Attend my pafiion, and forget to fear, 
'vAttito th«< bceehw I report"^ li^;^ Mmt^ - 
They bow their heads as if they felt the fame : 

With loud complaints, ther^ a^fwer iae.w 

thowerj, . _., \ . .,^^ ^^ , ^ 

T9 tfc«B a wil4^. . a»j^„ pn*el fa^e^ is gy en, 
Mi^e deiaf th«m. t|rc$S| and prouder. than the 

heaveo. ' 
JLiQve'5 foe profeft, why doft thou falfely feiga 
yfcyfttf a Sidney. ? froni which' n9T)leftrain 
He fprung, that coald 10 far exaii fk^ name 
Of lo^?, ^^^7i^o}iX wtipa with, his flame, 
'!('h j\t ftU, W9. ^an of Jjpve, pr tigt dcfirc, 
^e»pw hut ijl^^ '%?^e of amorpus ^»49?y '< &«. 
Nor call her mother, who fo well does prove. 
One breaft may hold both chaftity and love. 
Never can fhe, that fo exceeds the fpring 
In joy and bounty, be fuppofed to bring 
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Out fo ddbu&fvc ; to Hd hawae^ ftock. 
We owe this fierce unkindnefs, but tht rock. 
That clpyep rock produoed tl}ee» by vhth fide 
Nature to recompenft the fatal pride 
Of fuch fiem beauty* placed tbofe htaUng 

fpringl. 
Which xH>t more help than that ddkuftioHL 

brings. 
Thy heart; no ruder than the rugged Sbone, 
I might, likeOrpheuSy with my numerous moan 
Melt to compaOion now my traiterous ibng, 
With thee confpiret to do the finger wrong. 
While thus I fufier not myfelf to lofe 
The memory of what augmenia my wdes : . 
But with my own breath ftill foment the fire 
Which flames as high as fancy can afptte* 
This laft complaint th' indulgent cars did 

pierce 
Of juft Apollo, prefident of yeife : 
Highly concerned, that the mufe ihoold briU'g^ 
Danaage to one whom hd had taught to taS^i 
Thus he advifed me ; On yoa aged tree 
Hang up thy late, atid hie thee to the.iea*.\ ' 
That there with wobders thy diverted mind 
Some truce at teail ouy trith thb pafflbn fioflL. 
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Ahy crnd nymph I from w&om her hamble 
fwain» • 
Flies for relief, into the raging main ; 
And from the winds and tempefts does ejrped 
A milder £ite than from her cold negled : 
Yet there he'll pray that the unkind may prove 
Bleft in her choice, and vows this endlefs love 
Springs from no hope of what fhe can confer. 
But from thofe gifts which heaven has heaped 
. on her. 



Thus fung he plahitive, and full fore I grieved 
That the fair miftrefsfof thefe floweiy plains, 
Where love and nature triumphed, foe to love^ 
Tho' bom of Sidney's race, in fuch high fcbm 
Should hold his gentle prayer; yet, fhepherd, 

ceafe . . 
Thefe vain complaints of cruelty, I cried. 
And threats' of rafhdefpair: thefe only feed 
The female pride ; they foften not their hearts. 
Would you fucceed, let ibothing biandifhments 
Of carelels praife, as from a mind at eafe. 
To call for no reward, invade their ear. 
Eager they drink the goldendraughtthat flows 
From this unnoted iburce, and yield that love. 
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That Hch reward, which, firft folJicited, 
Were harder to be woh ; fot flattery foils not, 
Save wfidn her thin v^il Ihews the hated form 
Of felfifh hope behind. Obedient thus 
The Twain refumed his fong. 



H 



Thyrsi 8 at Penflimft. 

AD Sachariflk lived when mortals made 
Choice of their deities, this facred fliadc 
Had held an altar to her power that gave 
The peace iHd glory which thefc alleys have. 
Embroidered fo with flowers ^here'ihe flood. 
That it became a garden of a wood : 
Her prefence has much more than human grace 
That it can civilize the nideft place ; 
And beauty too and order can impart. 
Where nature ne'er intended it, nor art. 
The plants acknowlege this, and her admiri 
No lefs than thofe of old did Orpheus's lyre. 
If fhe fit down, with tops all toward her bowed, 
They round about her into arbours crowd • 
Or if (he walk, in even ranks they ftand 
Likefome well marfhalled,and obfeqnious band. 



122 LETTER XXXI. 

Ampbion fo made ftones and timber leap : < 
Into fair figures from a confufed heap : 
And in her fymmetry of parts is found 
A power like that of harmony in found. 

Ye lofty beeches tell this matchlefs dame 
That if together ye fed all one flame, 
It could not equalize the hundredth part 
Of what her eyes have kindled in my heart. 
Go, boy, and carve this paffion on the bark 
Of yonder tree, which (lands the facred mark 
Of noble Sidney's birth, when fuch benign. 
Such more than mortal-making (tars did (hine; 
That there they cannot but for ever prove 
The monument and pledge of humble love : 
His humble love, whofe hope (hall ne'er rife 

higher 
Than for a pardon that he dares admire. 



And did no fmile, good Thyr&s, no kind look 
On thofe foft numbers fall ? — O yes, more 

precious 
Than all the treafure that the Lydian wave 
Sweeps from his fands of gold ; but, coldly 

pleafedy 
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Thele ifar^s of art and fancy, fhe repHed, 
Fantaftic minds amufe : they love the errors 
That live in poets' creeds, their vain divinities. 
And idle adorations ; ftrange to me. 
Who love no language but of truth and nature ! 
Yet, gentle Thyrfis, other hopes are thine, 
Thishaughty fair the love ofpower may charm, 
And yield her to thy wifh ; fbme other miibrefs, 
Some objedt of a former flame muft bleed 
A vi^im on her altar — She muft know 
Muft fee the facrifice, thyfelf unfeen, 
Unconfcious that fhe Ends the flattering bait. 
Hafte then, and leave it in thefe lonely walks. 
Where oft flie wanders, when the ftar of eve 
(lights up the hour of love. 



Q.a 
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Thyrsis t$ Amoret. 

FAIR, thiit you may truly know 
What ypu wto Thypfis cw© ; 
I will tell ypu how \ do 
Sacharifla love gnd you. 

Joy falut^s me when I fet 
My bleft eyes on Anaoref; : 
But with wonder I gm ftruck, 
Whea I oa the ptJi^P look. 
If fweet Amor«t complains, 

I have fenfe of all hcj- p^nj . 

But for Sacharifla I 

Do not only grieve, but die. 

All that of myfelf is mine ; 
Lovely Amoret, is thine ; 
SacharifTa's captive fain 
Would untie his iron chain ; 
And thofe fcorchmg beams to fliun. 
To thy gentle (hadow run. 

If the foul had free eleftion 
To difpofe of her affeaion. 
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I would not tbtt3 long li4re boni0 
Haughty Sachariflg's ftom : 
But 'tis fure fome power above. 
Which controuls our will in lpyQ» 

If not love, ^ (farong defiiie 
To create and fpread that 9r9, 
In ray bread fpllicits m^, 
Beauteous Ampret, for thee. 

'Tis amazement more than love» 
Which her radiant eyps do move $ 
If lefs fplendor wnit on thinfl, 
Yet they fo benigaly fbine, 
I would turn my dazzled figh( 
To behold their milder light. 

But as hard 'tis to deftroy 
That high flame as to enjoy ; 
Which how eafily I may do, 
Heav^p, as eafily &aled, does kaciw; 
, Amoret, as fweet and good 
As tb^ moft delicious food, 
Whlcby but tafted, does impart 
I4fe aod gladaefs to the heart. 

Sacharifia's beauty's wine 
Which to madnefi doth incline ; 
Such a liquor as no brain 
That is mortal, can fuftain. 
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Scarce can I to heaven excnfe 
The devotion, whicii I afe 
Unto that adored dame ; 
Far 'tis not unlike the fame, 
Which I thither ought to fend ; 
So that if it could take end, 
Twould to heaven itfelf be due 
To fucceed her, and not you, 
Who already have of me 
All that's not idolatry ; 
Which, though not fo fierce a flame^ 
Is longer like to be the fame. 

Then fmile on me, and I will prove 
Wonder is ihorter-lived than love. 



Beneath the &cred ihade of that fair tree. 
From Sidney's birth that marks the flight of 

time. 
Thus framed the bard his eafy artful lay. 
And, left asheedlefs, there. From wafting dews 
The doves of Venus with their flieltering wings 
The foft impref&ons faved ; till the fair ftar. 
That lights the hour of love, and lonely mufingi 
l^ed Sachariifa on her wonted way 
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To Sidney's fajcred ixcc — She faw, (he read ; 
And twice fhe felt the ibothing charm of power^ 
And twice the fenfe of conqueft on her cheek 
Sate in an orient blufli. Even jealoufy . 
She feemed to feel, when in his doling drain 
Her captive feigned to By-^Ah, ihepherd» then. 
For thee what triumph ! — Triumph — ihorc 

and vain ! 
Tis art, flie cried ; O inlblence of art. 
And fmooth defign, to catch the warelefi ear 
Of unfufpedling virgins ! ibothing ftrains, 
Infidious flattery, hence ! From her £ur hand 
The folded paper fell — yet, parting iighs 
Swelled her fair bofbm, and with voice more 

foft 
ThanEcho's, when (he caaght the dying plaint 
Of young NarcifTus, parting, fhe refumed — 

But for Sachsirifla I 

Do not only grieve, but die. 
From the deep covert of a lonely (hade. 
Where rambling wild vines bound the ofier 

fpray. 
Th' impatient lover ijpnmg — Ah, defperate 

youth ! 
Sure ruin follows that ia(h deed -— Unmarked 
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By tliee» the fweet infection (houid haVe Qolen 
Tiuro' her anconfcious heart— awaked, aiardaed^ 
The magic works no iiior« : with fwifter fteps 
Not Daphne fled from thy miftaken matter. 
Like thee prtcipitatdy loft— Yet ftill 
One hope remains: defend hei^ injured fadie : 
The love of power, the love bf pleaAire yields 
^ To that prevailing honefty of pride 
Which fpums at envy's faUhoOd — 



On thcMifreport 3/*Sacharissa*s 

being fainted. 



AS when a fc^ of wolves infeft the night 
With their wild howlfngs at faif Cynthia's 
light, C^yes, 

The noir6>may chafe iWeet fltimber from our 
But never reach the miftrefs of the (kies :. 
So with the news of Sacharifla's wrongs. 
Her fervantfl vexed blame thofe envious tongues; 
Call love to witnefs, that no painted fire 
Can fcorch men fo, or kindle fuch defire : ' 
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While unconcernedf (he feems moved no more, 
With this iiew.malice> than our loves before ; 
But from the height of her great mind looks 

down 
On both oui" p^ffidds, t^lthout (tnlk of froTvli: 
So little care of what is done below [ fo« 

Hath the bright dxme whom heaven affoS^di 
Fainu her, 'tis true, with the fame hand which 

-fpreads 
Like glorious colours>o*er the tfowerj meads. 
When laviih aature with her befi attire. 
Clothes the gtiy fpring^ thefeafbn of defire* 
Paints her^.'tis true, and does her cheek adorn 
With the fame art« wherewith (he paints th« 

mom: 
With the hxDC art wherevirith (he g^ldeth £0 
Thoie paantod clouds that form Traumaatia^ 

bowr 



ififfiMt S0tira ♦^«^** 
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LETTER XXXIL 
St. Evremokd to Waller. 



TH E ftatue of the Cretan Jupiter was 
' without ears; and the reafon one of 
the ancient mythologifts gives for it is* that 
the governor of the univerfe» whofe care is 
over the ,whole» ihould not be fuppofed to be 
particularly attentive to any individual. Had 
that mythologift lived in thefe times, and 
heard the prayers of our bigots, our enthufi* 
afts, and fanatics, he might have affigned k 
much better reafon for Jupiter's deafnefs. The 
father of gods and men, might he have f^d, 
was fo harraffed by the latter with vain, fel- 
fi(h, impud^t, abafing, and »bfurd addreffes, 
that he ordered Mercui*y to convey to them 
his image without ears; thereby fignifying 
how little they had to hope from their imper- 
tinent petitions. 

/ It is obfervable that God is never fo much. 

I blaiphemcd as when men are moil religious. 
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It Is then that they fo liberally inveft him with 
their peculiar follies, paflions» and prejudices. 
The Creator of the univerfe muft be of a par* 
If, a fed, or fadKon. He muft be particularly 
their God, or he is no God. His attributes ^ 
and qualities muft be fuch as are moft likely 
to fenre tlieir proper purpofes: if their waf 
be through heaps of (lain, he muft go before 
them. The blood of his creatures muft be 

/ (bed for bis glory ; and he who has declared 
that his delight is in mercy and facrifice, is 
Qot allowed to be fervedor gratified in his^i* 

^ own way. The Scou fanatics, after the lols 
of 4 battle» gave him a very warm reception. 
They remonftrated with great fpirit againft 
his condud towards the faints, and intimated, 
that whatever right he might have to their al* 
legiance as the Lord, he was but a poor polid- 
cian, and had very little i(?ea of his own inte« 
reft. *< For our parts, faid they, it is but a 
fmall thing for us to lofe our lands and inhe* 
ritance ; but for the Lord's flock to be leiFened, 
his glory fet at nought, and his people trodden 
under foot; this ihews aftrange negligence 
fomewhere." 

R 2 
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^irit ^ th%, /ur^ly gpprpadi irery .near Uf^- 
pbcmy ; b^tiit i^ (im inreligioiafi 4s well asia 
fpciifl lift, tbat ,t»o JDucAiifliaiarUy t>«gets 
^ontcmt>t. Tlic Lard ^uft fibt Jook for Wy 
roufrb rf ft>fa from tliofe i«ith.v4om he ppuch. 
fafes to b$ (b iuumstte. 

The marquis rfyaUifa* n^ to fyj, that 
tbe ^ommpji people mould not lieiieve in 6od 
at all. linJefs tbcf v«rc .pcrinie»ed to ^eJiere 
wrong in him. I tiau^t sot thf ^^ith of jjfa 
Obfo^adoo ; biit I am cf opinion, that there 
V$ fame iwhJcs «f faith worfe than infideKtr 

%A|^QJl^ipn, <^ 
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LETTER XXXIII. 
Waller to St-Evkemond- 

Tit E dutchcfs of R— , -whom you once 
pleafed fo much, by tclKng her that fhe 
was dcfcendcdirom Leda, has lately given us 
a proof that yon miftook her anceftry, and 
that fhe is more nearly allied to Medea. 
While (he amufed herfeif with harmlefs extra. 
Tagancies, with dreams of night-errantry and 
heroic love, her follies were entertaining. No- 
ting more pleafant than to find her by moon- 
Kght repofing under an oak near the old caftle, 
with a flaming crefcent on her head, in the 
chara6ber of Diaa; while my poor lord duke, 
nnder the "burden of his infirmities, was con« 
demned to hobble up to her, and perfonate 
Endymion. Thefe are things which, as the 
poet fays, Jove laughs at. One of her late 
adventures was of a niore ferious caft. 

A certain itinerant philofopher, a profound 
adept in the occult fciences, recommended to 
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her the merit of his arty and found no great 
dtfficulcf in perfuading her, that it was in his 
power to reftore her to yoath and beauty. 
The procefs he recommended was fomewhat 
different from the operation that £fbn was 
fuppofed to undergo. A fat, well-growui 
well-looking young fellow was to be found out 
for the purpofe» drawn, quartered, and diftill. 
^d, into the quinte^nce of juvenility. A fba 
of one of her grace's tenants was pitched upoa 
as a proper fnbjeft, but the philofopher deem* 
ing him not quite fat enough, he was put up 
for a (bort time to feed. The richeft food of 
every kind was procured for him, and he wag 
confined to an apartment juft large enough to 
contain his bed, that he might not impair hu 
corpulency by exercife. The poor man*s can* 
ofity was naturally excited by fuch extraordH. 
nary inftances of her grace's goodoeis* and 
one day feeing the duke's fool before his win* 
dow, he afked htm the meaning of it* ** Da 
" not you fee that turkey in the coop ? faid 
** the fool ; you are kept here for the fame pur* 
'* pofe. The duchefs is fick of fifli and butch- 
*' ers meat, and (he intends to eat you. " TbU 
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ttifomiation had fuch aoeffedupon the intend* 
ed vi^ioiy that he prefentlj pined away, and 
the philofepher, thinking him an Impropef 
fubjedy he was difmifled. Another was foon 
fixed upon, bnt the king being informed of her 
grace's abfurdity, commanded her to give up 
her chemifhy, and her philoibpher to be hang- 
ed. 

This ridicuIoQs affair has led me into many 
lerious reflexions on the errors of the mind; 
Tis obvious from this as well as a thoufand 
other inftancesy how much every fpecies of eh- 
(hufiafm deftroys the power of moral reafon. 
From that fource fprung all this poor woman's 
abfurdities. Her paflion for the high rrmance 
^bforbed every other principle. The fenfe of 
jnftice, honour, truth, and decency was to* 
tally overborne. So it is in religious, fo it is 
in political fyftems : let u^ once become en- 
thnfiafts ; there is nothing fo wicked we will 
not do for religion, nothing fo impolitic we 
will not attempt for our country. 
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LETTER XXXiV. 
Wal^leh; t& St. Evremon d\ 



I NEVER think of the glorious fate of an- 
tientjgemus». without a figh that rifes from 
the mod fenfible part of my fouk You have 
an cxprefllon in- y pur language, yV mrar/ d'em^ 
vh, which is defcriptive of what I feel. To 
be carried down the current of time« my 
St. Evremondy undeilroyed by the wrecks of 
two thoufand years ! To have our bcft pro- 
dudtions, the produdions of the mihd» confiim 
and maintain their exigence in the fouls of fur- 
viving ages, and when our a(hes have been 
fo long the fport of winds, that even the winds 
oinnot find them ! Heavens f what glory is 
in the hope. I My fouF is on £re at the pro- 
fped ! The fpirit of this' ambition is irrefift- 
ible ! It is inchantment ! it is* magfc I 

Buty oh I my friend, it is delufion ; it is 
vanity ! The fugitive ftate of modern lan- 
guage forebodes deftrudtion to every thing chat 
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is coaveyed in it. Your wit, your elegance 
of thought, your vivacity of imagination will 
ihare the fame fate with my trifling drains, and 
be involved in the impenetrable mafs of 6bfo- 
lete expreflion. 

Your language feems, indeed, to be fome- 
what nearer to a period of perfedlion than that 
in which I am obliged to \^Tite. You. begun 
more early to refine, and phrafeological criti- 
cifm was more cultivated in your country. Yet 
the time, I apprehend, is at no great diflance, 
when our harfher aiid heavier periods will lofe 
the (llffnefs and formality of their march, and 
acquire an air of grace and delicacy, without 
being impaired in their ftrength; Whenever 
that aera (hall arrive, the Englifh language will 
be in a ftate of comparative excellence, beyond 
which it wiU be hazardous for it to go. For, 
ftould it once depart from, its charadleriftic 
fimpllclty, and affedt a pompous and inflated 
didion, that will prove a certain fymptom of 
its decay. 

It is to be feared that our language will have 
• the fame fate which that of Rome had former- 
ly. Men of vain minds and we^k judgments 

S 
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will think it a merit at leaft to be iingular. 
For this purpofe they will depart from natures 
and, inftead of purfuing her plain and eaij 
walks, will ride like Sancho and his unforta- 
nate mailer through fulphur^ fmoke, and 
clouds. 

The genius of your language fets this dan* 
ger at a greater diftance from you ; but when 
ill-judging writers rife up .amongft us, I am 
afraid that it will be the fate of the Engliih 
tongue to perifh, like Samfon, by a fatal exer- 
tion of its own ftrength. 
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LETTER XXXV. 

St. EvREMOND to Waller. 



WHEN the prince of Cond^ was In pri* 
fon> the princefs headed his party in 
Normandy; and as that ^eat general amufed 
himfelf in a little garden adjoining to his apart* 
mentSf he ufed to fay pleafantly, that whilft 
he was watering pinks, his wife was making, 
war. My occupations, iince I quitted thofc 
of the field, have, I think, been of much the 

fame confequence, and have anfwered much 

. • •« . 

the fame purpofe. When I had done with mak- 
mg war, I betook myfelf to make fongs, and 
making love. When they would no longer 
let me fight in France, I fat down to write 
verfes in England, and took up ^t belle paf- 
fionfor the fole endof infpiriting and embellifh* 
ing my poetiy. 

At firft I looked upon my exile as the worlJt 
of evils ; but for thefe many years pad I have 
been in doubt whether, on the whole, my life 
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has been a lofer by it or not. If the purfuits 
of wealth, jof court diftindlions, and military 
glory have nothing more inportant in them than 
thofe of poetry and love, I have evdn profited 
by the exchange. For the labours, and anxi- 
eties and difficulties, neceiTarily attending the 
former, darken m^ny an hour that might other- 
wife have pafTed, if not in pleafure, at leaft in 
tranquillity. 

If the delight I have experienced in the cul- 
tivation of a fuccefsful amour has not been e- 
qual to that of a general after vidtory, neither 
was it attended with thofe painful reflexions, 
which the very means and circumflances of 
conqueft muft give to a mind that has the lead 
fenfibility. For my own part, when I bore 
arms, though I never went into the field of 
battle without pleafure, I never quitted it with- 
out tears. A llrange, fei*ocious kind of joy 
that muft be, which arifes from beholding 
the bodies of the brave, either in death, or 
in chains. .The glorious > man I have juft 
mentioned ufed to fuffer the greateft diftrefs, 
when he faw a gallant enemy mortally wound- 
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ed. My vidories, he would fay, give me more 
pain than the fevereft duties of command. 

From thefe> and many other inconvenien- 
cies, I was fet free, when I was no longer re- 
tained ii^ the military fervice of France. The 
abufe and ingratitude that Fortune meets with 
in the world are utterly indefenfible. How of- 
ten have I accufed her of feverityj in inftances 
where (he was.moft effedlually ferving me ! In 
the protei^on and beneficence of a monarch, 
I have, in this happy country, long ei\joyed 
both fecurity and fupport. When deprived 
of every poft of profit and honour in my own 
nation, the tranfition was only irom a life of 
labour and fervice» to a Hate of eafe and free- 
dom ; where my hours were my own, and I 
was left to the purfuit of fuch objects as might 
^mufe me raioil. I found in the refined philo- 
fophy of tafte and the belles lettres, in the 
cultivation of wit and gallantry, in the religion 
of love and beauty, and in the converfation 
and favour of the moft diftinguiflied perfons of 
the age, materials of happinefs fufiicient for 
the whole circle of time. 

Yet in the language and memory of thofe 
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few fnends I have in France, I am ftill pauvre 
St, Evremond ! comment malheureux! You 
will be happy when I affure you, that, what- 
ever I might once have wifhed, there is not 
one of thofe cpmpaffionate perfons with whom 
I would change my ftation. 



LETTER XXXVL 
Waller /o St. Evremond. 



TH E R E is a pafTage in Ariftotle concern* 
ing the ifland of Sicily, which I never 
recolleft without the greateft pleafure. It is 
obfervable, faysthe^philofopher, that the earth 
and air of chis country are fo impregnated witH 
the odour of its flowers, that the dogs have 
no power to trace the fcent in hunting. En^ 
ter into the heathen theology, and this gives 
you quite a new and moil amiable idea of the 
queen of flowers. Suppofing her to be one of 
the tutelary deities of the ifland, ihe is thus 
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concerned for the prefervation and fecurity of 
the innocent animals that inhabit it. 

I never had any enthufiaftic enjoyment fo 
great as this, and many other circumftances 
attending this once celebrated country, infpir- 
cd me with. When I was upon the continent, 
my curiofity naturally led me to vifit a place 
which had been the repofitory of arts and 
arms, the grainary of the world, the prize of 
contending empii-es, the feat of the mufes, but 
particularly the birth-place of paftoral poetry. 

Of thefe fair fcenes luhat monuments remain ! 
A burning mountain and a barren plain ! 

Yet there are fome few parts of the iiland that 
ftill bear the marks of its ancient fertility and 
beauty ; particularly that part which anfwers 
to the beautiful defcription of Theocritus, 
where an extenfive lawn of pafturage ftretches 
from the mountains to the fea. I imagined 
that I had found the very rock, under the fha- 
dow of which his (hepherd is reprefented fit- 
ting with his fhepherdefs in his arms, and look- 
ing with complacency on his flocks, as they 
fed towards the fea. Enchanted with the idea. 
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I vras carried headlong into verfe, and carved 
upon a neighbouring beech fomething like the 
ftanzas that follow : 

Sweet land of mufes \ o*ef whofe favoured plains 
Ceres and Flora held alternate fway ; 

By Jove refrefhed with life-diffufing rains* 
By Phebus bleft with eyery kinder ray f 

O with what pride do I thofe times furveyF 

When freedom, by her ruftk; minftrels led, 
Danc*d on the green lawn many a fummer'sday, , 

While paftoral eafe reclined her carelefs head. 
In thefe foft fliades ; ere yet that (hepherd fled, 

Whofe mufic pierced earth, air, and heaven 
and hell. 
And called the ruthlefs tyrant of the dead 

From the dark flumbers of his iron-cell. 

His ear unfolding caught the magic fpeU ; 

He fdt the founds glide foftly thro' his heart; 
. The founds that deigned of love's fweet power 
to tell ; 
And as they told, would point his golden 
dart. 
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Fixed was the god ; nor power had he to part> 
For the fair daughter of the (heaf-crowned 
queofiy 
Fair without pride, and lovely without art. 
Gathered her wild fiowets on the daified 
green. 

He few ; ht fighcd ; 'and that tinmelting br#aft, 
Whicli Btnid the hand of deaths the power of 
lort confefled. 
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LETTER XXXVII. 
St. Evremond to Waller, 



TH E letter • I wrote to poor Mazarin, 
to diffuade her from entering on the con- 
ventaal life, has not yet been in any other hands. 
That, and the ilanzas on the fame fubjed, 
I have referved amongft thofe private pledges 
of tendemefs and friendfliip which the memO' 
ry of a beloved object; makes of much confe- 
quence to ourfelves, though they may be of 
little or none to others. I will give them up 
to you, notwithftanding ; but on condition 
that you (hall make them fomething better 
than they are, by returning them clothed ia 
your own language. 

* This Letter, and the Stanzsu that follow !t, ate 
the only pieces, in this coUe^on, that have appeared 
before. Mr. Waller's tranflation has never been print* 
cd ; and die originals do fo much honour to St. £vre* 
inond, that the editor thought he fliould confult bod& 
his repuution, and the entertainment of thepublic^ 
by infcrting them* 
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L E T T R E 

A Madame la Ducheflb Mazarine, 

Sur la dejfein qu^elle avmt de fe retirer 
dans un Couvent. 



• • * • • • 

* * * 

COMMENT eft-U poffible que vous quit- 
tiez des gens que vous charmez et qui 
vous adorent, des amis que vous aiment mieuz 
qu'ils ne s'aiment eux-m^mes, pour aller cher- 
cher des inconnus qui vous deplairont, et dont 
vous ferez peut-^txe outrag^e ? Songez vous, 
Madame, que vous vous jettez dans un cou- 
vent, que Madame la Connetable avoit en hor- 
reur. Si elle y rentre, c'eft qu'il y faut ren- 
trer ou mourir ; fa captivity prefente, toute 
afireufe qu'elle eft, lui femble moins dure que 
cet infortun6 fejour ; et pour y aller, Madame, 
vous voulez quitter une cour oi. vous etes efti- 
m^e, ou TaflFedlion d'un Roi douz et honn^ce 
vous traite fx bieDi ou toutes ies perfonnes rai« 

Ta 
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fonnables out du refped et de Pamiti^ pour 
vous, Le jour le plus heureiix que vous paf- 
ferez daas le fouvont nd vaudra pas le plus 
trifle que vous paiTerez dans votre maifon. 

EaeorQ fi Vous dtlea t©ueh^ d'unc grace 
particuliere de Dieu, qui vous attachit a fon 
fervice, bn Vxcufcroit la dUfet^ dc rotrt con- 
dition, pir Tarde^r do voire «ele qui vous rcn- 
droit tout fupportable : mais je ne vous trouve 
pas perfuad^, et il vous faut apprendre a 
croire celui que vous allcz fervir fi duremcnt. 
VoUs trouverez toutes les peines des religietf- 
fes, et ne trouverez point CQt ^pouv qui les 
confole. Tout epoux a vous eft cdiQux» et 
dans le convent et dans le monde^ Douter ua 
jour de la felicity de I'autre vie eft afl^t pour 
defefperer la plus fainte fille d'un couveat ; caf 
la foi feule la fortifi^, et la rend capable dt 
fupporter les mortifications qu'ellQ fb donne. 
Qui fait, Madame» fi vous croirez un quart* 
d*heure ce qu*il faut qu'elle croye toQJouf$» 
pour n'^tre pas malheiu-eux ? Qui fait fi Tklfe 
d'un bonheur prpmis aura jamais la force de 
vous fo&tenir contr^ les fentimemde mauji 
pfefens. 
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tl n'y it r^m de plus f ai(bt)nab]e it des gen^ 
V#Htat>!emeftt perfliAd^s que de Vivrc dans 
r^ufi^Ht^i qu'ils crdycnt neceffairc pour a|Tti. 
7^«r IL la poSeiTion d'un blen Sterne! ; et rien dd 
plus fage It ceux qui he le font pas, que de pren** 
dr« ici leurs comtnbdit^s, et de goiter avec 
modaffltion tous les plaifirs ou ils font fenfibles. 
C'dft la ratfbn poufquoi los philofophes qui ont 
ctt rimniortalit6 de Vntae^ one compte pour 
rien touces les doudeurs de «c nx>nde ; et que 
ccttjc qui n'attendoint rien aprds la mort^ ont 
mis le fouveraine bien dans la rolupte. Pour 
Tous^ Madame, vous avez une philoibpbie 
toate nduTeUe. Oppoilie a epicure, vouscher- 
che2 les pelnes, Ids mortifications, he douleurs, 
Contrairt a Socrace> tous n'attendez aueune 
rlcompenft de la tertn. Vous >ous faites 
r#ligie«l(^ fkns bdattooup de religion: Vous 
m4pti{k% ee monde id^ et yous ne faites pas 
grand cas de Tautre. A moins que tous n'en 
ayiea trouv^ ufi troifieme faite pour vous, il 
n'y a pas moyen juftifler votre conduite. 

II fant, Madame, il faut fe perfuader avant 
que de fe contraindre : II ce faut pas fouffrir 
fiins fatoir pour qui Ton fouffre. En un mot, 
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il faat travailler ferieofement a connoltre Diea 
avant que de renoncer a foi-mftme. C'eft aa 
milieu de Tuniyers que la contemplation des 
merveilles de la nature vous fera connottre ce* 
lui dont elle depend. La vHt du foleii vous 
fera connoitre la grandeur et la magnificence 
de celui qui Ta form^. Get ordre, ii menreil- 
leux et fijufte> qui lie et entretient toutes 
choies> vous doilnera la connoiflance de ia fa- 
gefle. Enfiuj Madame, dans ce monde que 
Tous quittez, Dieu eft tout ouvert» et tout ez- 
pliqu6 a nos penf^es. 11 eft €i reflerr^ dans les 
monafteres, qu'il fe cache au lieu de (e de- 
couvrir ; fi deguif^ par les bafles et indignes 
figures qu'on lui donne, que les plus .6clair^ 
out de la peine a le reconnoitre. Cependant une 
vieille fup^rieure ne. vous parlera que de lui, 
et ne connottra rien moins : Elle vous com- 
mandera des fottifes, et une ezade obeiflance 
fuivra toujours le commandement» quelque ri- 
dicule qu'il puifle etre. Le dire&eur ne pren* 
dra pas moins d'afcendant fur vous, et votre 
raifon humili^e fe verra foumife a une igno- 
rance prefomptueufe. La raifon, ce caradere 
fecret, cettc image de Dieu que nous portons 
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en nos amesj vous fera pafTer pour rebelle, fi 
voos ne reverez rimbecillit6 de la nature hu- 
maine en ce diredeur. De bonnes fbeurs trop 
fimples Yous dego{iteront ; des libertines vous 
donnerent du fcandale : vous verrez les crimes 
du monde : Helas ! vous en aurez quitt6 les 
plaifirs. 

Jufqu'ici vous avez v6cu dans les grandeurs, 
et dans les d^lices ; vous avez 6t6 ^lev^e en 
Relnej et vous meritiez de I'^tre. Devenue 
heritiere du miniftre qui gouvemoit Tunivers, 
vous avez eu plus de bien en mariage, que 
toutes les Reines de I'Europe enfemble n'en ont 
port£ au£ Rois leurs epoux. Un jour vous a 
enlev6 tons ces biens ; mais votre merite vous 
a tenue lieu de votre fortune, et vous a fait 
vivre plus magnifiquement dans les pays etran- 
gers que vous n'eufliez v^cu dans le n6tre. La 
corio(xti» la delicatefle» la propret^, le foin de 
votre perfonne> les commodites, les plaifirs ne 
vous ont pas abandonn^e ; et fi votre difcretion 
vous a defend u des volupt^s, vous avez cet a- 
vantage» que jamais £aiveurs n'ont 6t6 & defi« 
r6es que les votres. 

Que trouverez vous, Madame, ou vous al- 
lez ? Vous trouverez une defence rigoureufe 
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de tout ct que demande raifonnablement Id hsc«> 
tare, de tout ce qui eft permis a I'humanit^. 
Une ceiluld, un miohanc lit5 un plus deteftable 
repas, ded habits fales ec puants rempiaceront 
Tos d^iiccs. Vous f(ire2 feuk a vous femr 
feule a vous plairei au militu de tant de 
chofes que vous deplairont ; et peut^tre 
AC ferez vous pas en 6tat d'avoif pour vous 
la plus fecrecte cooipiaifance de I'amour 
propre ; peut-^tre que votre beaut^ deveaue 
toute iiiutile, ne fe decouvrir^, ni ^ vos yeux, 
2ii a ceux des autrei. 

Cependaut, Madame^ cette beaut6 fi mer^ 
veiUeufey ce grand ornement de runivers, ne 
vous a pas 6t6 doan^e pour le cacher. Votts 
vom ddvee au pubilc^a vos amis, a vous^m^me, 
Vous kth$ falte pour vous plair<, poure plaire 
4 tous, poure difliper la trifteffe, infpirer la joie, 
pour raniaier gcaeralement tout ce qui languit. 
Quand les laides et les imbecilles r<! jettent dans 
les couvens, c'eft une infpiration divine qui leur 
fait quitter le monde, ou elles ne paroiilent 
que pour faire honte a leur autcur. Sur votre 
fujet, Madame, c'eft une vraie tentation du 
diabltfy lequel, envieux de la glorie de Dieu, 
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^e peut. fcoi^Bcir radmiration que nous donne 
fpa pl\i$ bel ouvrage. Vingt ans de Pfeaumes 
4t Cantiqiies. chantes dans le choeur ne feront 
,pas tant pour cette gloire, comme un (eul jour 
quQ votre beaute fera expofee aux yeux des 
Jiommes. .Vous montrer eft votre veritable 
vocation : c'eft le culte le plus propre que vous 
puiiCezlut rendre. Si le temps a pouvoir 
xi'e£Facer vols traits, comme il efiPace ceux des 
autres, s'il mine un jour cette beaut^ que nous 
admironsy retirez vous alors ; et apres avoir 
.accompli la volont6 de celui qui a form^e, allez 
chanter fes louanges dans le convent. Mais 
fuivez la difpofition qu*il a faite de votre vie ; 
car fi vous prevenez Pheure qu'il a deftin6e 
pour votre retraite, vous trahirez fes intenti- 
ons, par une fecrette complaifance pour foil 
cxinemi. 

Un de vos grands malheurs, Madame, fi 
•vous ecoutez cet ennemi, c'eft que vous n'aurez 
a vous prendre de tons vos maux qu'a vous- 
in£me. Madame la Connetable rejette les d- 
ens fur la violence qu'on lui fait. EUe a les 
cruautesd'un mari qui la force, Tinjuftice d'une 
cour qu'appuye fon mari : elle a mille objets, 

U 
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vrais ou faux, qu'elle peut accufer. Vous n*a- 
vez que vous, Madame, pour caufe de votrc 
infortune. Vous n'avez a condamner que yo- 
.tre erreur. Dicu vous explique fes volontes 
par ma bouche, et vous ne in'ecountez pas, 
II fe fert de mes raifons pour vous fauver, et 
vous ne confultez que vous pour perdre. Un 
jour accabl6e de tous les maux que je vous 
depeins, vous fongeres, mais trop tard, a ceioi 
qui a voulu les empdcher. 

Peut-^tre etes vous flattce de bruit que fern 
votre retraite, et par une vanite extravagante, 
vous croyez qu'il ni a rein de plus illuftre que 
de derober au monde la plus grande beaut6 
qu'on y vit jamais, quand les autres ne don- 
net a Dleu qu'une laideur naturelle, ou les 
ruines d'un vifage tout effac6. Mais depois 
quand preferez vous Perreur de Topinion a la 
r^alite des - chofes ? Et qui vous a dit, apres 
tout, que votre refolution ne paroitra pas aui^ 
a folle qu'extraordinaire ? Qui vous a dit 
qu'on ne la prendra pas pour le retour d'une 
humeur errante et voyageufe ? qu'on ne cro- 
ira pas que vous voulez faire trois cens de 
lieues pour chercher un& avantore, celefte» fi 
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vons voulezy mais toujours une eCpcce d'aven- 
ture ? 

Je ne doute point que vous n'efpcriez trouver 
beauceup de douceur daas I'entretien de Ma- 
dame la Connetable; mais, fi je ne me trompe, 
cette deuceur la finira bient6t. Apres avoir 
parl6 trois ou quatre jours de la France, ct de 
ritalie, apres avoir parl6 de la pafiion du Roi, 
et de la timidite de monfieur voire oncle, ec 
de ce que vous avez penfe etre, et de ce quo 
vous etes devenue : apres avoir epuifc le fou- 
▼enir de la maifon de Monfieur le Connetable, 
de votre fortie de Rome, et du malheureux 
fucc6s de vous voyages, vous vous trouverez 
enferm^e dans un convent ; et votre captivit6 
dont vous commencerez a fentir la rigueur, 
vous fera fonger a la douce liberie, que vous 
aurez goftt6e en Angletierre. Les chofes qui 
vous paroifTent ennuyeufes aujourd'hui, fe pre- 
fenteront avec des charmes ; et ce que vous 
aurez quitl6e par dego(kt, reviendra folliciter 
votre envie. Alors, Madame, alors, de quelle 
force d'efprit n'urez-vous pas befoin,pour vous 
confoler de maux prtfens et des biens perdus ? 
Je veux que mes penetrations foient feufle^ 

V 2 
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et mes conjcdhires mal fondles ; jc veux que la 
converfation de Madame la Conn^tablc ait 
toujoors de grandes agrcmens pour vous : mais 
qui Tous dira que vous en pourrez jouir librc- 
ment ! Une dcs maxiaies des couyens eft de 
ne fouffrir aucune liaifon entre des perfonnes 
qui fe plaifent, parce que Tunion des particu- 
liers eft une efpecc de detachement des obliga- 
tions contra(S6es avec I'ordre. D'ailleurs, les 
jbins de monfieur le Conn^ table pourront bien 
s'etendre jufqu'a cmp^cher une communicati- 
on qui fait tout craindre a un homme foup^on* 
neux qui a trop offcnfe. Jc ne parle point des 
caprices d'une fuperieure, ni des fecrettes ja- 
louiies des reiigieufes, qui voudront nuire a 
une perfonne, dont le m6rite confondra le leur« 
AinQ, Madame, vous vous ferez faite reiigieuie- 
pour yivre avec Madame la Conn6table» et il 
arriyera que vons ne la verrez prefque pas. 
Vous ferezy done, ou feule avet vos triftes ima- 
ginations, ou dans la foule, parmi' les fottiies, 
et les erreurs, ennuy^e des fermones en langue 
que vous fera pen connue, fatiguee des Matins 
qui auront trouble yotre repos, lafflSe d'une 
habitude continuelle du chant dcs V^pres, et 
du murmure importune de quelque Rofaire. 
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Quelle parti prendre, Madame ? Confer- 
vez votre raifoo : Vous vous rendrez mal* 
heureufe fi vos la perdez. Quelle perte de 
n'avoir plus ce difcememeut fi ezquis, ct cette 
intelligence fi rare ! Avez-vous commis un fi 
grand crime centre vous, que vous devez vous 
punir aufn rigoureufement que vous faites f 
Et quel fujet de plainte avez vous contre vos 
amis, pour exercer fur eux une fi cruelle ven- 
geance ? Les Italiens afiafiinent leurs enne- 
mis : mais leurs amis fefauvent de la jiiftice 
fauvage qu'ils fe veulent falre. 

Mademoifelle de Beverweert etmoi avons d^ja 
eu les coups mortels: lapenf6e de vos mauz a &it 
les n6tres, et je me trouve aujourd'hui le plus 
mifere de tous les hommes, parceque vous al« 
lez vous rendre la plus malheureuTe des toutes 
les femmes. Quand je vais voir Mademoifelle 
de- Beverweert les Matins, nous nous regardons 
un quart-d'heure fans parler ; et ce trifle fi- 
lence eft toujours accompagn^ de nos larmes. 
Ayez pitie de nous, Madame, fi vous n'en avez 
de vous-m^me. On pent fe priver des com- 
modit^s de la vie pour Tamour de fes amis : 
nous vous demandons que vous vous priviez 
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des toormensj et nons ne laiirions robtemr* 
II faut que yous ayez une darec6 bien naturelley 
puifque vous etes la premiere a en refientir les 
effets. Songezy Madame, fongez ferieufe- 
ment a ce que Je yous dis : vous ites fur le 
bord du precipice ; un pas en avant, vous dtes 
perdue ; un pas en arriefe, vous ^tes en pleine 
f{iret£. Vos biens et vos maux dependent de 
vous. Ayez la force de vouloir ^tre heureufe, 
et vous la ferez. 

Si vous quittez le monde, comme vous fem- 
blez vous y preparer, ma confoladon eft que 
je n'y demeurerai pas long-temps. La na- 
ture, plus favourable que vous, finira bient6t 
roa trifle vie. Cependant, Madame, vos or- 
dres previendront les flens, quand il vous plai** 
ra ; car les droits qu'eUe fe garde fur moi ne 
vont qu'apres ceux que je vous 7 a donnes. II 
n'eft point de voyage que je n*entreprenne ; et 
il pour demiere rigueur, vous n'y voulez pas 
confentir, je me cacberai dans un d^fert, d6- 
gout^ de toute autre commerce que Ic votre. 
La, votre id^e me tiendra lieu des tous objets : 
la je me detacberai de moi-m6me, s'il eft per- 
mis de parler ainii, pour penfer eternellement 
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It voos : la, j'apprendrai a tout ce monde ce 
qu'auront pii fur oioi, le chanxie de votre me- 
rite, et la force de ma douleur. 



SENTIMENS de Madame la Du- 
chefleMAZARiNy qui feconlacre 
a Dieu. 

STANCES. 

SAINTS ct facr^s ennuis, falutairc trifteffe, 
D6goi!its dont moa efprit eft occupy fans 
cefle, 
Chaffez les vains defirs qui reftent dans mon 

coeur; 
Etdgnez dans mon fein le fentiment des vices ; 
Eteignez Tapp^tit de mes fauffes delices, 
Et £dtes que leCiel aujourd'liui foxt vainqueur. 

C'eft pour luideformais que j'aidefiein de vivre. 
Voos m'atdrez, Seigneur; Seigneur, ilfaut 
▼ous fuivre ; 
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Vous aurez -tous mes foins, vous auf*«s mon 

amour : 
A vos loix feulement je vais ttre afTervi^ ; . • 
£t je veux bien doniier le refte de ma vie 
Au Dieu dont la boQt6 m'a sd donner le jour. 

De Dieu qui me forma ii charmante et fi belle;, 
A born6 fes faveurs, et me laifle mortelle. 
Malgr6 tout le pouvoir qui donne a mes appas, 
Le temps effacera les traits de mou vifage ; 
Et TEiprit, de ce Dieu la plus yivante image, 
Echappera lui feul aux rigueurs de trepas. 

Quelle bonheur eft certain d'unelongue duree? 
Quelle condition noas petit-^tre afTur^e ? 
Qui pout nous garantir des injures du fort ? 
On ne pofTede rien qui ne foit p6riflable : 
Souvent le phis heureux devient fi miferable^ 
Qu'il femble avoir befoin du fecours de la mort. 

J'aiconnutous les biens qu'apporte la fortune ; 
J'ai connu la grandeur, etfapompe importune ; 
En amotir, pour les Moins, j'ai connu les defirs; 
Dcs fauiTes yanites j'ai fait I'experience ; 
Et je connois enfin qu'une hem'e d'innocence 
Vaut mieux qu'un fiede entier de frivoles plai- 
firs. 
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Fakesj f <iH;es> Sieigneur, ^ue vps fsiu(ites laau^res 

Dont mon efprit confus ^toit envelopp^. 
Le ijaopde eft ua trp9?ypeur ; Dleu feul eft y{« 

rkable, 
Je^i'e^rc 99'.en liM, ,je ne {ius pju^ c>p^ble 
pe <i^e UiUJer fvirpr^a^re i c^ ^\Li m'a ixpmp^* 

Temps ou fe dpit fytev 91a longue mcerUtu^e^ 
JLieuy: ^ui 4evez fi^ir put ^riftje inquietude^ 
Quaud^e domvsre^^vous <ce ceposfojiha^t^.? 
J« djslibere encor^ jpw e$ liuit je Gaaf$ikjs 
Si je dois pr^ferer vos douceurs a^ tMmuIte : 
C'^a.ei]bJ&it> lieuzfacr^s» kovis I'avez emporJi6;. 

. Q youSf Mattre aMoln 4^ I4 jtenre 4;^t de l'oa4<^ 
Vous> dont Tordre fecret gooirenie tout le 

monde, 
Voudnez tous ii^» Sieigoeur dBveojr ^19011 

lepojijc ? 
CeLui q^u'on faedanaaxi'eftpasdigiiede4'iti9^' 
Ceil vous feul aujourd'hui qui je Yfs^ recosk* 

npttre* 
lies ]k»» i&ki ;rpaiptts> et J« fyif^ MM jt to«I« 
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Vieuz et.triftes liens, caufes de tant de larmes, 
Peut-^tre que fans vous le monde eut en fes 

charmes ; 
Mais le monde avec vous eft aif6mcnt vadncu. 
Je ferai deformais on quelque folitude, 
D'un doux et fzunt repos une psufible ^tude, 
Et compterai pour rein le temps que j'sd v^cu. 

PalaiSy meubles, habits, foUe magnificence* 
Jeu, repas, vains fujets de luxe et de d^penfe, 
Je vous dis maintenant un etemel adieu : 
Beaux cheveux, doux liens ou s'engageoint les 

ameSy 
Qui prenoient en mes yeux les amoureules 

flames. 
Beaux cheveux, je vous coupe, et vous cob-* 

facre a Distr. 

ton voile pour jamais va couvrir mon vifage, 
£t me beauty cach6e y perdra tout ufage 
De ce cliarme trompeur qui fait flatter le& 

fens : 
Un amant 7 perdra la fujet de fa paine : 
Je vais perdre les noms d'ingrate^t d' inhumainft 
Et les maux qu'cn fecret, moi-mfime je rcffens. 
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Je vous degage, amans, des loiz de mon empire : 
Pour des objets nouveaux fi votre coeur foupire : 
Je ne me plaindra point d'une infid61it6 : 
J'iimerois mieux pourtant — que les feounes 

font vaines ! 
J'aimerois vous voir au fortirdesmes diaines, 
Jouir paifiblement de votre liberty. 

J'eimerois mieux encor que votre ame fidele 
De fa premiere ardeurformat un nouveau zele. 
Qui nous tiendroit unis m^me apr^s le tr6pas. 
De ce Qouvel amour fentez Pheureufe atteinte ; 
Vouz m'aimates profane, aimez-moi. comme 

fainte, 
Et fuivez mes virtus au lieu de mes appas. 

Mais des adieux fi lon^ aux amans que Ton 

quitte, 
Montrenc notre foiblefle, ou marquent leur 

m6rite x 
C'eft un refte fecret dej^ profanes amours, 
Permettez, Lieux divtns, quelque humainc 

tendrefle. 
Pour ceux qui m'ont aim^e, et qu^ujourd'hui 

je laiife, 
llsneme verrontplus, et vousm'aurez toujours, 

X2 
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SUJET, triftc flijct, qd plcuteti mon abfence, 
Pourquoi me phiignez-voas, qnand moa boli- 

heur commence, 
C'cft a vousfeulement que vous detezdes pleurs; 

Je lie menerai plus cet vie mcertaine 

Dont vous f&tes t£m6in ; et finifTaQt ma peine, 

J^ vous donne un ezemple a finir vos malheurs. 

La retraite a v6tre age eft toujours n^ceflaire ; 
Ave^ tant de beautf vous me la voyez faire, 
Et vous iriez eocor vous trainer dans lescours ? 
Que fi la voix du Ciel de tout autire ^out^e 
Sur la bord de cercueit eft par vos rejett^i 
Pe la morale, au moins icoutez k diftours, 

Le Ciel eft impoiflant, et b raifob timide 

Sur vos durs fentimens trop foiU^mdnt pr^fide ; 
Mats vous devez encor rieoanoltre m» Loi t 
Retirez-vousy vieillard; c'eft moi qi|i vous 
rordoAoe; 
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Voici rordre dernier qu'en Reine je vous donne ; 
Vieillard, quittez le monde en mSme temps que 
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M A Roine me Tarroit a fon ordre fid^U^ 
Mais la mort ou je couis m'emp^che d'ob4ir j 
II m'eft plus 9i£S dt moufir 
Q^ de vivre ua moment Aum elle« 
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LETTER XXXVIIL 
Waller /^ St.Evremond, 



TH E mod perfed and moft perfhaiive 
piece of eloquence that ancient or mo- 
dem times have produced, would require a 
more mafterlf hand than mine to do it juftice 
in a tranilation. In paffingfirom one language 
to another, every work fuffers ; but works of 
wit more than others. The peculiar felicities 
of expreffion are moft commonly incommuni- 
cable, and the tafk of the tranflator is fbme^ 
whatlike that of the Ifraelites in £gjp^» who 
were obliged to make the fame kind of bricks 
with ftubble that had ufually been made with 
ftraw : It is like that of an archited, who is to 
imitate with exa6tnefs hb model, and yet mud 
build with different materials, which, by 
means of weight or lightnefs, wiU give his 
work a different air. — I am not mentioning 
thefe difadvantages without the ezpedhition of 
indulgence. Your letter and verfes will not 
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appear in their original beauty, but I have 
endeavonred, as much as poffible, to preferve 
your ideas. 



To theDucbefsofyiKZKVii^j en herDc" 
Jign of retiring into a Consent. 

IS it poflible, then> madam, that you 
fliould quit that fodety, of which you are 
fo juftly theadouration and delight ? Abandon 
the friends that adore you ! for whom ? for 
Arangers, who want even the capacity of giv« 
ing you pleafure ; for ftrangers that will give 
youdifguft! reflet, madam, that you are a- 
bout to enter upon a life which your illuftri- 
ous dfter could not look upon without horror. 
If ihe retires into a convent, it is becaufe the 
alternative is death. Her prefent confinement, . 
dreadful as it is, feems, in her opinion, pre* 
ferable to that wretched retreat. But your 
fituation, how different ! For, is it a prifon 
you exchange for a nunnery ? is it not a court, 
where you are univerfkily rcfpeded; where 
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jDUie^jofthe traeftaad teAdereft affe^on of 
a monarchx and where all tbe liberal and tbe 
fenfible world receive jou into their firiendihip 
and efteem ? The happieft day that a convent 
will afford you, will not be worth the leaft 
enlivened hours you pais at prefent. 

Were it the influenee of fome prevailing 
grace tha£ attached yoit whoUf to reli^ouf 
duties, the feverities of the life you lay before 
yoUy might find fome apology, in the ardor of 
that zeal, which would render them more fup- 
portable. But* far from the pofiefHon of 
grace, you have not even faith : you have yet 
to learn to believe in that mafter^ for whom 
you are about to engage in fo painful a fervice^ 
You will experience all the hardfbips of reli- 
gious retirement, without finding that fpoufe^ 
by whofe confolation^ thej are alleviated. 
The very name of ipoufe is odious to jraiv 
whether in a convent or in .a court. To en- 
tertain the lead {hadow of doubt concerning 
the happinefs of a future eziftence, were fuf^ 
ficient to deftroy lihe peace of the moftpiou^ 
fifter. It is faith alone that fupports her, and 
reconciles her to the voluntary mortifications 
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of her Jife. But is it certain, madam, that 
you fhall believe^ even for one moment, what 
your happinefs requires that you fhould believe 
always ? Is it certain that your confidence of 
future felicities will be fufBcient to fuppprt you 
under the fenfe of prefent fufferings ? 

For the family of faith, nothing can be 
more reafonable» than to endure thofb aufteri<» 
ties which they believe to be neceflary to thek* 
eternal welfare. But, for thofe who are of 
different fentiments, a different oeconomy is 
neceffary. It is their proper happinefs to em* 
brace the conveniences of life, and topurfue, 
with moderation, thofe pleafures that are a- 
dapted to their nature. It was upon this 
prmciple, that thofe philofophers, who be- 
lieyedthe immortality of the foul, depreciated 
the delights of this life; and that thofe, who 
entertained no opinion of a future exiftence, 
placed the fovereign good in pleafure. But 
you, madam, have a philofophy of a fpecies 
altogether uncommon. Contrary to the doc- 
trine of Epicurus, the objefts of your purfuit 
are pains, and fufferings, and forrows. In- 
confiftcnt with the principles of Soa-ates, you 
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have no belief in the rewards of virtue. YotL 
engage in a religious life, without religion. 
You fet this world at naught, and yet you 
tiave no idea of the other. It is at lead necef- 
fary that a third (hould be created /or your 
purpofe, were it but to juftify your condud. 
It is abfolutely neceflary that you (hould 
know for whom you fufPer, before you enter 
upon your fufferings. In fhort, it is neceffi- 
ry to obtain a proper knowlege of God, be- 
fore you give up to him the interefts of your 
life. It is in the vifible creation that the ccm- 
templation of the wonders of naturrwill bring 
you acquainted with her fublime author. It 
is the fight of the fun that muft give you ad 
idea of the magnificence of him that made it. 
It is that order that is preferved in the great 
chain of created beings, that muft infpire yoa 
with proper fentiments of the aftoniihing wit 
dom of the Creator. It is that world you are 
about to forfake, where God is to be found. 
It is in his works you are to read an account 
of his being. Is he to be found in the nar« 
row precin^s of a monaftery ? Far from be- 
ing difcovered there. Is he not concealed i — 
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Sq difgtti&d by low and' unworthy -Images, 
that he is hid even from that intelligence he 
has given. 

, Yet (hall you continually hear of him frotn 
fome aged abbefs, who will talk to you con- 
cerning him, and know nothing pf him. 
She will command you to do the abfurdefl 
things, and her commands muft be implicitly 
obeyed. Your confeiTor will have equally th^ 
aicendant over you, and your bumbled rea« 
fon muft fubmit to the tyranny of prefumptu* 
ous ignorance. Reafon ! that hidden chz,- 
rader I that image of the Deity impreft upon 
thefoul, will make you be confidered in the light 
of a rebel, if you pay not the moft abjeS: de« 
ference to the weaknefs of human nature in 
the perfon of the confdTor. The good fifters 
will difguft you with their infipidity ; the li- 
bertines will ezpofe you to fcandal. You will 
find youfelf furrounded by the infirmities of 
life ; and, alas ! you will find that you hav<^ 
parted with its pleafures. 

Hitherto you have lived in luicury and graji* 
deur. You have had the education of a queen, 
9tnd you were juftly entitled to it. Th^ )ie<r<i 
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cfs of a minifter who governed the world, 
your marriage portion exceeded the united 
fortunes of all the queens in Europe; One 
fatal day deprived you of your pofleffions, 
' but your merit fupplied the place of fortune, 
and eftablifhed you in that magnificence in a 
land of Grangers, which you had hardly known 
in your own country. A love of elegance, a 
natural delicacy, a regard for perfonal oma-* 
ment, the conveniences of fituation, and the 
pleafures of life, have not forfaken you ; and 
if your difcretion has preferved you from o- 
ther indulgences, your virtue has the greater 
merit ; for never were favours more follicited 
than yours. 

What is it, madam, that you will find in a 
convent ? What, but a rigorous ablHnence 
from every innocent indulgence that nature 
may require, or reafon allow ? A cell, a 
wretched bed, a more wretched diet, and the 
vileft drefs, will take place of the prefent ele« 
gancies of your life. No fervant to attend 
you ! no companion to entertain you t It is 
yourfolf alone that muft give you pleafure a- 
midft a thou&nd objeOs that will give you dif- 
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guft. And yet it is far from certain, that 70a 
will retain even this complaifance for your- 
felf. When captivity fhould have deprived 
that beauty of its ufe, wil 1 the fair poiTeflbr 
any longer find pleafnre in it ? 
- But was, then, that wonderful beauty, the 
ornament, the boaft of human nature, was it 
given you to be concealed ? Do not you ftand 
accountable for it to the world, to your friends, 
to yourfelf ? Formed, as you are, to diffufe 
univerfal pleafure, to difpel the gloom of me- 
lancholy, and call forth every idea of joy ! 
Let the ugly and infirm be (hut up in con- 
vents. The inspiration that directs them thi- 
ther is divine. It is the voice of nature, that 
bids them redre from that fociety where they 
do no honour to their Creator. But, in your 
cafe. Madam, this is abfolutely a temptation 
of the devil, who, envious of the glory of God, 
cannot endure that admiration with which we 
behold the faireft of his works. Believe me, 
twenty long years of Pfalm-fmging will not 
contribute fo much to that glory, as the ez- 
pofing your beauties one fingle day to the eyes 
of the admiring world. Your proper religion 
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is to appear in fociety. It is the faeft worihip 
you can pay to your Creator. If thofe charms, 
lik^ common beauties» muft fubmit to the de- 
vaftations of timey then niay yoa retire ; and 
after having fulfilled the defign of him that 
made you, may you fing his praifesin the re- 
treat of a convent. But, follow the fcheme 
that his providence has laid down for your 
Ufe : for, if you withdraw from fociety, be- 
fore the time he has appointed, you will fru^ 
ftrate his intentions to gratify bb enemy. 

Should you liften, after all, to the infinu- 
ations of that enemy, it wiU not be one of your 
leaft misfortunes, that you have none but your- 
felf to charge with the evils that fall upon 
you. Your illuftrious filler may lay the blame 
of her fufferings on the violence with wUch 
(he has been treated ; on the cruelty of a hu& 
band who compelled her, and on the injuftico 
of a court, which fupported that hufband. 
She has a thoufand caufes, real or imaginary, 
on which fhe may charge her misfortunes.-— 
You have only one, and that one is yourfelf* 
You fall not by the error, or the injufiice of 
others, but by your own. I am tf^e voice of 
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iJie divine intentions, and 70a will not heaf 
me. Providence avails itfelf of my reafon to 
iave you; but when your ruin is in the quefti- 
on, you will coiifult only yourfelf. Yet the 
day will come, when, overborne by all the e* 
Tils I have defcribed, you will think, but too 
late, of him who would have prevented them^ 
Pofiibly, you may be flattered by the voice 
of public fame and popular curiofity, which 
your retirement will undoubtedly excite. By 
an extravagance of vanity you may be induced 
to deprive the world of the greateft beauty it 
can boaft ; while others confign to the retreats 
of piety nothing more, than either their natu^ 
ral deformity, or the ruins of a departed face. 
But, are the errors of opmion, then, to take 
place of truth and nature ? And who, after 
all, has had the hardinefs to affure you, that 
your refolution will not appear as abfurd as it 
is extraordinary ? Is it clear that the refo* 
lution itfelf is any thing more than a tran- 
fient humour ? A pie^ of holy knight-erran* 
try ? Shall we not be apt to fay, that the 
duchefs of Mazarin is going three hundred 
leagues in queft of an adventure ? Of a hea- 
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venly one, if you pleafe ; but ftill it is a (pe« 
cies of adventure* 

I doubt not that you hope for much happi- 
nefs in the converfation of your iUuftrious fi. 
fter. But, if I am not miftaken, that happi- 
neis will be of fhort continuance. After hav- 
ing fpent three, or four days, in converfation 
about France and Italy ; concerning the paf- 
fion of the king, and the puiillanimity of your 
uncle ; on what you might have expected to 
be, and on what you now are ; after having 
run through every idea of the family of Co- 
lonna, of your removal from Rome, and the 
ill fucceis of your joumies, you will find your- 
ielf in the captivity of a convent ; and that 
captivity will be rendered more painful, by 
the remembrance of that delightful liberty you 
enjoyed in this land of freedom. Even thofe 
things which you now behold with indifference, 
will then have their charms ; and what you 
now abandon through difguil, will then excite 
your envy. What fortitude, what force of 
mind, will be fufficient to fupport you ? — to 
fupport you under the fenfe of prefent fuffer- 
ings, and blefllngs that are loft. 
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Be it fuppofed, my apprehenfions may be 
vain, and my conjedlures ill-founded I Be it 
fuppofed> you may ftill find a charm in the 
converfation of your fifter, that ihall compen- 
sate for all the evils of your confinement ; yet 
is it fure that.you fhall have free accefs to it ? 
It is a maxim in convents to fuflcr no conne<fli. 
ons, or intimacies, becaufe the union of indi- 
viduals is confidered at a kind of revolt from 
the obligations contraded with the order. Be- 
fides, the induftry of the prince may exert it- 
ftl£ in this rcfpeft, and prevent that commu- 
nication which muft appear formidable to a 
fufpicious and injurious hufband. I pafs over 
the caprices of an abbefs, and the fecret jea- 
loufies of the fifter-hood, ever induOrious to 
opprefs that merit which obfcures their own. 
Thus, it can only be for the fociety of your 
fifter that you enter on the religious life ; and 
yet, perhaps, that fifter you will hardly ever 
fee. Your life, therefore, will either pafs ia 
5hc folitary indulgence of your own fad 
thoughts, or in a fociety pregnant with follies 
and abfurdities ; where you will be wearied 
with fermons in a language that is unknown 
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to you, hzmfftd vnth mourns ib^tvnll diftixrb 
your reft, fickened with the dull d^anttng 
o£ the fame round of refpers, or teafed Tiitfc 
the troublefome murmurs of fome induftnous 
rofary. 

What is it, tho:!, you have to do, madam ?" 
Make a right ufe of youar reafoa : if yon at 
tend mA to it^ you are undone. What a lofs ! 
fhould you no longer find the ufe Of that exqtri- 
ilte dlicermnent, that unrivaled ieofe f What 
crinse have yon committed that can jnftify fb- 
ievere a fentence agaiaft youdelf ? What 
crime have your frknds committed;, that they^ 
nftuftfedk the ejfcds of the fiimefevcrity ? It is- 
ufual for the Italians to affiliate thdr enc- 
isues ; but their friends are fiiee from the &-> 
vagejuftiee and. the vengeance they a&rt. 

Mad;Hn.I>eEkYerw«ert and myielf are trxi-r 
ly miferahi&. The fenie of your raisibrtu»e» 
slSq&s. m extremely ; and I am at this* moment- 
the moA wretched of men, becaufe you aufe 
reJGolved to make yourfelf the moft unhappy o£ 
woinen. In my momtng vifits to madam I>e 
Beverweert we fit looking on each other ia mc* 
I^mcholy filenc^ and that filence i& always ac<^ 



LETTER XXrvnL tf^ 

compaakd witJi tears. Nave ibme compaflion 
for us, madaoit if you will lunre none for your- 
Ul£. For tbe adrantage of your friends do we 
not wiUingly deprive ourfelTCs of the comforts 
and cooYcniences of life ? Your friends ia- 
treat you only to give up your mi&ries for 
their {akes, and their intreaties are vain. 

Yet notwithftanding this more than natural 
obduiracy* Tefled» madam* I intreat you, on 
what I have already laid before yoa. You 
are now on the brink of a precipice — One (lep 
forward^ and you periih unavoidably — One 
ftep backward, and you are in perfed fafe- 
ty. Your happinefs and mifery are in your 
own difpofal. Only refplve to be happy, and 
you will be fo. 

However, Ihould you abandon the world, 
which feems at prefent your intention, I have 
one confolation left, that I (hall not (lay long 
it. Nature, more merciful than you, will 
foon put an end to my wretched being ; yet 
ftill your commands will take place of her's ; 
and the right (he has has over me will be but 
fecondary to that I have given you. I am pre- 
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pared to go whenever I ihall have my fum- 
mons; and if you » as a laft inftance of your 
cruelty, (hall refufe, I will hid myfelf in fome 
folitary defarty and fickefi at thft thought of all 
fociety but yours. Your idea fhall take place 
of every other objed, and I will retire even 
from myfelf, that I may for ever think of you. 
Such are the proofs I will exhibit to the world 
of the power of your charms, and the force 
of my deipair. 
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The Duchefs of Mazarin, on her 
Retiring into a Convent. 



YE holy cares that haunt thefe lonely 
cells, 
Thefe fcenes where falutary fadnefs dwells ; 
Ye fighs that minute the flow wafting day. 
Ye pale regrets that wear my life away ; 
,0 bid thefe pailions for the world depart, 
Thefe wild deflres, and vanities of heart ! 
Hide every trace of vice, of follies paft. 
And yield to heaven the victory at laft. 

To that the poor remains of life are due, 
'Tis heaven that calls, and I the call purfuc. 
Lord of my life, my future cares are thine. 
My love, my duty greet thy holy flirine. 
No more my heart to vainer hopes I give, 
Put live for thee, whofe bounty bids me live. 
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The power that gave thofe little charms 
their grace. 
His favours bounded, and confined their Ijpace. 
Spite of thofe channs ftall time, withrude eflay, 
1 ear from the cheek the tranfient rofe away* 
But the fi*ee mind, ten thoofand ages paft. 
Its Maker's form, (hall with its Maker laft. 

Uncertain objc^ ftill our hopes employ ; 
Uncertain all that bears the name of joy ! 
Of all that feels the injuries of fate 
Uncertain is the fearch, and fhort the date. 
Yet even that boon what thoufands wifh to gain! 
That boon of death, the fad refource of pain ! 

Once on my path all fortune's glory fell. 
Her v^ magmficence, and courtly fwell : 
Love touched my foul at leaft with foffc defires» 
And vanity there fed her meteor fires* 
This truth at laft the mighty fcenes let &11. 
An hour of innocence was worth them alL 

Lord of my life I 0, let thy facred ray t 
Shine o'er my hear(, and break its cloudsawayl 
Deluding, flattering, faithlefs world adieu ! 
Longhaft thou taught me^GoD is only true! 
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That God alone I truft, alone adore. 
No more deluded, and mifled no more. 

Come, £icred hour, v/hsa watering doubts 
(hall ceafe ! 
Come holy fcenes of long repofe and peace ! 
Yet (hall my heart, to other interefts true, 
A moment balance 'twizt the world and yon ? 
Of penfive nights, of long-refledling days. 
Be yours, at laft, the triumph and the praife ! 

.Great, gracious Mafter, wfaofe unbonnded 
fWay, 
Feh thro' ten thomfand worfds, tbofe wotidi 
obey; 

Wilt thou for once thy awful glories fhade. 
And deign t'efpoufe the creature thou haft 
All other ties indignant I difckim^ [made 
Dtihoaoured thofe, and infamous to aame i 

O fatal tie8> for which fuch tears I've fhed/ 

•4^ For wluch the pleafures of the world lay dead !. 

That world's foft pleafures you alone difarm; 

That world without youy ftiU might hape its 

charm* 
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But now thefe fcenes of tempting hope I clofe* 
And feek the peaceful ftudies of repofe ; 
Look on the paft as time that flole away^ 
And beg the blefCngs of a happier day. 

Ye gay faloons, ye golden-vefted halls, 
Scenes of high treats and heart-bewicching 

• balls! 
Drels, figures^ fplendor, charms of play, fare- 
well, 
And all the toilet's fcience to excel ! 
Even love that ambufhed in this beauteous hair^ 
No more fliall lie, like Indian archers, there. 
Go, erring love ! for nobler objeds given ! 
Goy beauteous hair, a facrifice to heaven ! 

Soon (hall the veil thofe glowing features 
hide. 
At once the period of their power and pride ! 
The haplefs lover fhall no mOre complain 
Of vows unheard, or unrewarded pain ; 
While calmly fleep in e»ch untortured bread 
My fecret forrow, and his fighs profeft. 

Go, flattering train ! and, flaves to me no 
more. 
With the fame fighs fome happier fair, adore ! 
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Your altered faith, I blame not, nor bewail— . 
And haply yet, (what woman is not frail ?) 
Yet, haply, might I calmer minutes prove. 
If he that loved me knew no other love ! 

Yet were that ardour, which his bread in- 
fpii'ed, 
By charms of more than mortal beauty fired; 
What nobler pride ! could I to heaven refign 
The zeal, the fervice that I boafted mine ! 
O, change your falfe defires, ye flattering train! 
And love me pious, whom ye loved profane ! 

Thefe long adieus with lovers doomed to go. 
Or prove their merit, or my weaknels fliew. 
But heaven, to fuch foft frailties lefs fevere» 
May fpare the tribute of a female tear, 
May yield one tender moment to deplore 
Thofe gentle hearts that I mufl; hold no more^ 
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To M. De St. £vr£mond. 



SHALT thou, fad fervant of my darker days. 
Bewail that fortune farer hours difplays ? 
Go, witnefs of the wandering life I led. 
And ceafe thofe tears, for thee more juftly fhed. 
See the long feries of my fu£Perings o'er ! 
Avoid the ftorm> purfue, partake the fhore. 

Declining years (hould ftill in filence clofe. 
And hide their human weakneis in repofe. 
Shall I in life's, in beauty's bloom retire ? 
Grown old in courts (hall Evremond expire ? 
Far from thofe courts, tho' every call divine j 
Yet, reafon, fenfe, and fortitude are thine. 

Are thefe unheard ? In habit's powerful 
reign 
Does reafon wield her little arms in vain ? 
Yet Ihalt thou yield to my fuperior fway : 
Thy queen commands thee; Evremond, 
obey. 
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Sick of the worlds fhe quits the painful fcene. 
And calls thee thence^ If yet fhe calls^ ihj 
queen. 



Mr. De St. Evremond* 



O, ftill my fovereign! whofe unrivaled fway, 
•Tis yet my pride, my pleafure to obey. 
I come — I fly — ^No ! — Death that duty ends, 
Peprivedofthee, thelaft, the beft of friends! 
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St. Evremond to Waller. 



THERE are two fetts of men againft 
whom a writer of any other country 
than their own ftands but an ill chance of pre- 
ferving his reputation. Thefe are Dutch au- 
thors and Dutch bookfellers. They divide 
you, body and foul, between them. The 
authors publifh your writings as their own pro- 
du<ftions : the bookfellers publifh the produfti- 
ons of others as yours. They treat you like 
the pirates of Algiers. You no fooner fall in- 
to their hands, than they drip you naked, and 
fet you to hard labour. I {peak of their cru- 
elty by experience. An honeft bookfelJer of 
Rotterdam has not only publifhed feveral of 
my pieces in the names of his day-labouring 
authors, but has fet me to work on fubjedts, 
of which I am at lead as ignorant as the peo- 
ple that wrote in my name. He has made me 
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author of a treatlfe on the longitude, though 
there are not above two ilars in the iky that 
I know by name. I ftand on the title-page of 
chemical aphqpiims, though I do not know an 
alembic from a dark-lantern. I am author of 
a treatlfe againft the Antinomians, of whom I 
know as much as I do of the antediluvians : but 
what is moil prorvoking, he has introduced me 
in the charadler of field-marfhal of France, 
and has made me write a narrative of a battle, 
in which I was forced to run away. 

This is certainly worfe treatment than that 
which made Diagoras turn atheift. We are 
told, that when a plagiary had iloln and fathi^r- 
ed his book, he would no longer believe there 
were any Gods, becaufe they did not punifh 
the thief with a thunderbolt. For my own 
part, I do not find that the impunity of thefe 
caitiffs has jnade any alteration in my faith. 
AM I am afraid of is, that the devil has too 
much fenfe to let bookfellers come into, his do- 
minions ; for as he has the charader of xi ge-« 
nius, it would not be long before they gave 
him the fool's cap of an author. 

I am very confident that my honefl friend 
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at Rotterdam, were he to carry on trade in 
his kingdoms, would have no manner of fcra- 
ple to make him author of a treatife on origi- 
nal dn. This publication would foon be fol- 
lowed by a differtation on the medical eSe&s of 
brimflone; Audore Seremjfimo Diaholoy M. D, 
or, a narative of the battle between himfelf 
and Michael, in which, like the poor marflial 
De St. Evremond, he was put to the rout. 
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Waller /e? St. Evremond, 



I HAVE often thought that there is a great 
fimilarity of genius between Ovid and our 
Mr. Cowley. They have the fame fondnefs 
for pointed expre£Gion, and minute painting. 
Their enthudafm and their fancy, and their 
turn of verfe, which is fometimes eafy, clean, 
and natural, and fometimes quaint, have all 
of them the greateftrefembianceof each other. 
And, what is po leis obfervable, their difpo^* 
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fitions and tempers are, in many mftances, 
alike. Mr. Cowley's Complaint has the very 
fame fpirit and featmres with Ovid's melancho- 
ly Elegies written during his exile ; and I am 
afraid, too, that it will have no better e£FeA. 

It always gives me pleafure to obferve the 
coincidence of genius, and tafte. For this 
purpofe, when I have the favour of Mr. Cow- 
ley company, I very often take up Ovid's Me- 
tamorphofes, and read fuch parages to him 
as I think will (bike him moft. What he prin* 
cipally admires in the ftory of the rape ot Pro* 
ferpine, was her grief for the lofs of the flow- 
ers (he had gathered. 

Collefii fiores tunicis cecidere remijjis* 
Tentaque Jtmplicitas puerilihus adfuit anniss 
Hac quoquevirgineum movitja^iura dolor em* 

Had he vrrit on the fame fubjed, I verily be- 
lieve that he would have had the fame 
thought. 

In reading the ftory of Pyramus andThifbe, 
we both concluded that there muft be fome- 
thing wrong in the following paflTage : 
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Tempore crevit amor^ tadae quoquejure coijfent^ 
Sed vetuere patres^ quod non potuere vet are. 
Ex aquo captis ardebant mentibus ambo, 

** Sed vetuere patres quod non potuere vetare^^ 
is c^tainly nonfenfe. Yet fo it (lands in all 
the editions I have met with, undiflurbed by 
comm^ntatorsy who pafs it over m facro Jilen- 
fio. Nothing) however, is more eafy than to 
remove the error, which lies only in the punc- 
taatjoa. Let the pafTage (land thus, and it is 
reftored to fenfe. 



Tada quoque jure coijfenty 

Sed vetuere patres , ^uod non potuere xtetare. 
Ex aquo captis ardebant mentibus ambo. 

There is, if I am not miftaken, another er- 
ror in the fame ftory. 

Confcius omnes abeft; nutu Jignifque loquuntur. 

If every fpy is at a diftance, why fhould they 
have recourfe to nods and figns, to convey 
their fentiments ? That could only be necef- 
fary, admitting the cafe to be quite otherwife, 
Suppofe then we read 



] 
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tonfcius omnh adcft ; nuiuftgnifqueloquiintur. 

This alteration is by no means violent, and it 
at once brings the paflage to fenfe and confift- 
ency. However, I am not fo hardy as to fay. 
Sic lege meo periculo. I only offer this to you 
by way of conjeaure ; but the firft, I am fa- 
tisfied, muft be right. 

LETTER XLI. 
Sr.tvREMOND to Waller. 



IT is faid of the moufe of Armenia, that, 
fuch is her padion for cleanlinefs, (he will 
fooner die than come out of her hole, if the 
mouth of it is by any means made dirty. I 
own I have often admired the decency of this 
good moufe, though I defpair of imitating it. 
The love of purity is one of the natural vir- 
tues, and it grieves me to think how ftrange- 
ly I have degenerated from it. Ever fince I 
quitted my marfiiars batoon^ I have had, as 

Bb 
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yoa lately told me, the leaft attachment td 
this virtue of any, man living. When I went 
from France, I left their neatnefs to the men, 
and took with me the flovenlinefs of the wo- 
men. This difpofition was abundantly en» 
couraged by a long refidence in Holland ; for 
the people of that country, like our Englifh 
hogs, keep their fleeping-places neat, but their 
perfons dirty. A daily and familiar intercourfe 
with dogs and cats, of which I have always 
a numerous family, completes the i'eil. This 
is a commerce which no confideration what- 
ever could induce me to part with. It gives 
me as much confequence as belongs to the 
man who has a large family to provide for, 
or a province under his care, tt is a conftant 
exercife to iny benevolence, which a man, 
who, like me, is without focial connedtions, 
muft alway be in a danger of lofing. With- 
out any fervant of my own fpecies, I live with 
the magnificence of a prince, who has a large 
retinue ;* and, what no prince in the world 
can fafely aflert, I am convinced that my do- 
meftics are unexceptionably faithful. I amufe 
myftlf by preferving a good underftanding. 
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and imaiiitaiAing the balance of power between 
the two ipecies of animals that attend me. 
They know their refpe<ftiv^ provinces, and 
make no encroachments on each other. My 
cats have the territory of the fhoulders, my 
dogs of |:he Isip. 

I love to keep up the dignity of anceftry, and 
I dine, as I fuppofe, in the fame ftile and man- 
ner with my firft parent, before his expuifion 
from paradife. I have feen a painting of Tin- 
toret's, reprefenting them at dinner, furround- 
ed by a variety of his fellow creatures ; to 
fuch of which as were capable of partaking 
with him> he was difbibuting his bounty. In 
this refpedb I find another fatisfadlion in the 
fpciety I fpeak of. 1 gratify myfelf by diflin*- 
guifhing and rewarding merit. Modefty goe^ 
a great way with me ; and the animal that is 
kail importupa^te is always fed the firft; You 
will hairdly l^elieve what an e£Fe6t this has had- 
upon the teafers. Obferving the rewards of 
4iftance and modefty, they have totally chang-* 
ed their condud. I took the liberty of men- 
tioning this to the king. — " My dogs, fai(J 

Bb 2 
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he, St. Evremond, are more lACorrigible than 
yours : they will never give over teafing» till 
they get the bone." 



LETTER XUI. 
St. Evremond /t? Waller 



BEFORE the infamous and difgraceful 
peace of the Pyrenees, a political writer 
of confiderable name in France, propofed, 
upon the neceffity of military reinforcements, 
that the ecclefiaftics ihould be called to the 
difcipline of arms ; — that the monaftries, like 
fo many graves at the general refurredion, 
fhould give up their dead ; — and that a fett 
of men, who were a burden to fbciety and to 
themfelves, fhould be made ufe of in the pre- 
fervation of civil property. The cardinal pre- 
mier was fo enraged at this propofal, that had 
not the author made a feafonable viik to ano* 
tber country, he would ibon have become as 
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ufekfs afubjea to France, as tkofe whofe con* 
finement was voluntary. 

J^ever^helefs there was fomething very rca* 
fonable in what he advanced ; and it is really 
aftoniftin^, that in a country, diftinguifhed 
for the cultivation of civil and political know- 
lege, there ftiould be the leaft remains of any 
inftitution lb abfurd as that of cutting oS a 
number of men from the fervice of their fel- 
low-creatures for the glory of God. Certain- 
ly the beft and moft acceptable fervices we are 
capable of rendering to the Creator of the 
univerfe, mud be thpfe that arife from the 
difcharge of the focial duties : and it has often 
been matter of ferious amazement to me, how 
ecclefiaftics came by the idea, that they ikould 
do the greateft honour to God by renouncing 
iail intercourfe with his works. 

But I fuppofe there might be reafons of pri* 
vate indulgence, fecret intrigue, and uninfpeft- 
ed growth of power. Thefe nefts of holy 
loungers the church muft have confidered as 
a corps de refervc, that would be re^dy to de- 
fend that power which fupported them in in- 
dolence, in cafe of unforefeen or dangerous 
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invaiions. It is plain that' your HernT* the 
eighth looked upon them in this light, when 
he had the good fenfe andthe good policy to 
extirpate them from his doxninions. 

Chriftianity, with refp«ift to thefupport of 
fuch inftrtutions as theie, is a fyftem more 
burdenfome and leis ferviceable than Maho- 
metifm, or even Druidifm. The Druid woald 
retire to his groves for the exercife of his fti- 
perftitious devotion ; but if his country were 
attacked by an enemy, he failed not to be in 
the fiont of the battle. 

In proportion to the progrefs of philofophy 
and the advancement of moral knowlege, it 
might have been ezpeded, that the idea of 
rendering the body of ecdefiaftics ufeful to 
fociety, (hould have been more efPedually at- 
tended to. But, perhaps, there never was a 
time, when they were lefs ferviceable than at 
prefent. 

When your Richard, the iirft was at war 
with France, he found a formidable enemy 
in Philip, bilhbp of Beau-vieu, who annoyed 
his coaib with diftinguifhed valour and intre* 
pidity. The biihop, however, was at length 
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takea by Richard In a fkirmifh. The pope 
demanded his demiffion as am ecclefiaftical per- 
fbn, and bode the king reverence his fon's coat. 
Richard munediately fent the bifhop's coat of 
mail to the pope, with theie words engraven 
upon it : ** See whether this be thy fon'd 



** coatt or notJ* 
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